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TJtE MILLER OF TROMPINGTON. 



fJKÜFFHY CHAICKH* 



T Tmmpirigtoii, not fer fvü Canttbriggo,' 
Tliyr g^Jtli a Ui'ook, and over tbüt a brigge, 
Üptm tho wliiL'lnj bifwk (ht-r Rtont a mello :'^ 
Anil tliis h veray sotlits tlrat I you teile. 
A millcr was th^r dweUing mnny a claj» 
As an j peacok he was proude an*! gnj' : 




The Miller ofTrompington. 



Pipen he coude, and fishe, and nettes bete, 

And turnen cuppes, and wrastlen wel, and shete.* 

Aj by bis belt be bare a long pavade, 

And of a swerd ftil trenebant was tbe blade. 

A joly popper bare be in bis pouebe ; 

Tber n'as no man for peril dorst bim touebe. 

A Sbefeld tbwitel^ bare be in bis böse. 

Eound was bis face, and camuse* was bis nose. 

As pilled as an ape was bis skuD. 

He was a marke t-beter* at tbe füll. 

Tber dorste no w^igbt bond upon bim legge, 

Tbat be ne swore be sbuld anon abegge. 

A tbefe be was foi-sotb, of com and mele, 
And tbat a slie, and usant* for to stele. 
His name was boten deinous Simekim. 
A wvf be badde, comen of noble kin. 

Gret ßoken^ batb tbis milier out of doute 
Witb wbete and malt, of all tbe land aboute ; 
And namely tber was a gret coUege 
Men clepe^ tbe Soler ball at Cantcbiege, 
Tber was bir wbete and eke bir malt yground. 
And on a day it bapped in a stound,^ 
Sike lay tbe manciple^ on a maladie, 
Men wenden wisly tbat be sbulde die. 
For wbicb tbis milier stale botb mele and com 
An bundred times more tban befom. 
For tberbefom be stale but curteisly, 
But now be was a tbefe outrageously. 
For wbicb tbe werdein^° cbidde and made fare, 
But tberof sct tbe milier not a tare ; 
He craked best, and swore it n'as not so. 

Tban were tber yonge poure scoleres two, 
Tbat dwelten in tbe balle of wbicb I say ; 
Testif tbey were, and lusty for to play ; 



Shoot. * Knife. ^ Fiat. * Market- swaggerer. * Accustomed. 
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T'he Miller of Trompington. 



And onlj for hir mirth and revelrie 

Upon the wardein besilj they crie, 

To yeve hem leve but a litel stound, 

To gon to mille, and seen hir" corn yground : 

And hardily they dorsten lay hir necke, 

The milier shuld not stele hem half a pecke 

Of corn by sleighte, ne by force hem reve. 

And at the last the wardein yave hem leve : 
John highte that on, and Alein highte that other, 
Of o toun were they born, that highte Strother, 
Fer in the Xorth, I can not teilen where. 

This Alein maketh redy all bis gere, 
And on a hors the sack he cast anon : 
Forth goth Alein the clerk, and abo John, 
With good swerd and with bokeler by hir side. 
John knew the way, him neded not no guide, 
And at the mille the sak adoun he laith. 

Alein spake first ; All haUe, Simond, in faith, 
How fares thy faire doughter, and thy wif ? 

Alein, welcome (quod Simkin) by my lif, 
And John also : how now, what do ye here ? 
By God, Simond, (quod John) nede has no pere. 
Him behoves servc himself that has na swain, 
Or elles he is a fool, as Clerkes sain. 
Our manciple I hope he wol be ded, 
Swa Werkes ay the wanges^* in bis hed : 
And therfore is I come, and eke Alein, 
To grind our com and cary it hame agein : 
I pray you spede us henen that ye may. 

It shal be don (quod Simkin) by my fay. 
What wol ye don while that it is in band ? 
By God, right by the hopper wol I stand, 
(Quod John) and seen how that the corn gas in. 
Yet saw I never by my fader kin, 
How that the hopper wagges til and fra. 

Alein answercd; John, and wolt thou swa? 

»» Their. " Teeth. 



T'he Miller of Trompi/iglan. 



Than wol I W Iwnetlie by mj cmitti, 

And sec how tbat tho mele feüles iMloua 







Jn ü\ tlie trogli^ thnt sliull bc my rbr^poH : 
For, John* in fm\h I niav bcn of jom sori; 
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The Miller of Trompington. 



I is as ill a milier as is je. 

This milier smiled at hir nicetee. 
And thought, all this n'is don but for a wile. 
Thej wenen* that no man maj hem begile, 
But bj mj thrift yet shal I blere hir eie, 
For all the sleighte in hir philosophie. 
The more queinto knakkes that thej makc, 
The more wol I stelc whan that I take. 
In stede of flour yet wol I yeve hem bren. 
The grctest Clerkes ben not the wisest men, 
As whilom to the wolf thus spakc the mare : 
Of all hir art ne count I not a tarc. 

Out at the dore he goth ful prively, 
Whan that he saw his time, softely. 
He loketh up and doun, til he hath found 
The Clerkes hors, ther as he stood ybound 
Behind the millc, under a levesell :^ 
And to the hors he goth him faire and well, 
And stripeth of the bridel right anon. 

And whan the hors was laus, he gan to gon 
Toward the fen, ther wilde marcs renne, 
And forthy with wehee, thurgh thick and thinnc. 
This milier goth again, no word he soid, 
But doth his note, and with thesc Clerkes plaid, 
Till that hir com was faire and wel yground. 
And whan the mele is sacked and ybound, 
This John goth out, and fint his hors away, 
And gan to crie, harow and wala wa ! 
Our hors is lost : Alein, for Goddes banes, 
Step on thy feet ; come of, man, al at anes : 
Alas ! our wardein has his palfi'ey lom. 

This Alein al forgat both mele and com ; 
AI was out of his mind his husbandrie : 
What, whilke way is he gon ? he gan to crie. 

The wif came leping in ward at a renne, 
She sayd ; Alas ! youre hors goth to the fenne 

' Suppose. ' Arbour. 



Tbe Miller ofTrompington. 



With wilde mares, as fast as he may go. 
Untliank come on bis band tbat bond bim 80, 
And be tbat better sbuld bave knit tbe rein. 

Alas ! (quod Jobn) Alein, for Cristes pein 
Lay doim tliy swerd, and I sbal min alswa. 
1 is ful wigbt, God wate, as is a ra.^ 
By Goddes saule be sbal not scapc us batbe. 
WTiy ne bad tbou put tbe eapel in tbe latbe ? 
111 baile, Alein, by God tbou is a fonne. 

Tbese sely Clerkes ban fiil fest yronne 
Toward tbe fen, botbe Alein and eke Jobn : 
And wban tbe milier saw tbat tbey were gon. 
He balf a busbel of bir flour batb take, 
And bad bis wif go knedc it in a eake. 
He sayd ; I trow, tbe Clerkes were aferde, 
Yet can a milier make a Clerkes beixie,* 
For all liis art. Ye, let bem gon bir way. 
Lo wber tbey gon. Ye, let tbe cbildren play : 
Tbey get bim not so ligbtly by my croun. 

Tbese sely Clerkes rennen up and doun 
Witb kepe, kepe ; stand, stand ; jossa, wardei'ere. 
Ga wbistle tbou, and I sbal kepe bim bere. 
But sbortly, til tbat it was veray nigbt 
Tbey coude not, tbougb tbey did all bir migbt, 
Hir eapel catcb, be ran alway so fast : 
Til in a dicbe tbey caugbt bim at tbe last. 

Wery and wet, as bestes in tbe rain, 
Comotb sely Jobn, and witli bim cometb Alein. 
Alas (quod Jobn) tbe day tbat I was bonie I 
Now are we driven til betbing^ and til scornc. 
Our corn is steine, men wol us fonnes* calle, 
Botb tbe wardein, and eke our felawes alle. 

Koe. ' ** Share,*' cant for to cheat. ' Contempt. * Fools. 




FOOR AND SITRE. 



Ultt THOMAS WYATT. 




' Y inothen* tnnides wlien thcy do sowe mn\ spinno, 
Thuy Hin^ a »Ol lg mnde r^f a felrKahe mouse :*^ 
Tlmt for bieiuii^t* her ÜLHjkwP >^'iV4 tiiit thiniie» 
Woiitil nedes go sei? lior ttjwnisli Htatt'i^ houRi'* 
8ho thoiigli! lifi-sidf ojidurdt^ to gri'iums j»mni\ 
Tlie fitonji V hliwk's )ii*r cjiue* ^o stirt* ilid Äowir^t? ; 
That wlieti ilie furi'ow&e siiwimmcül witU the fjiiiRv, 
SliL* inyst \\o co)dt% and wet in sorr^ P^igJ^t ; 
AikI vrcjrse llu^ii tbtit, hure rnenU* there Jid ivmaiiie, 
To coiiifoit liei\ rheii hhc her house had dl gilt* 



" Of Allltigtoii Cantle, Kent j born 15a5. 
n<?tiry che Liiflnli. llia ükd iu 1541, 






Poor and Sure. 



Some time a barley corne, sometime a beanc, 
For which she laboured hard both daj and night. 
In haniest timc, while she might go and gleane. 
And when her störe was 'strojed with the floode, 
Then welawaj for she undonc was clcne : 
Then was she faine io take, instede of foodc 
Slepe if she might, her hunger to begile. 

Mj sister, quod she, hath a liuing good, 
And hence irom me she dwelleth not a mile ; 
In colde and storme, she Ijeth warme and drye 
In bed of downe ; the durt doth not defile 
Her tender fote, she labours not as I. 
Richelj she fedes, and at the riebe man's cost, 
And for her meate she nedes not craue nor cry ; 
Bj sea, bj land, of delicates the most 
Her cater sekes, and spareth for no perell : 
She fedes on bojle meate, hake meat, and rost. 
And hath therefore no whit of charge nor travell. 
And when she list, the licour of the grape 
Doth glad her hart, tili that her bellj swell, 
And at this iournej makes she but a iape.^ 

So forth she goes, trusting of all thjs wealth, 
With her sister her part so for to shape, 
That, if she might there kepe herseif in health, 
To liue a ladj while her lifo doth last. 

And to the dore now is she come bj stealth, 
And with her foote anone she scrapes füll fast. 
Thother for feare durst not well scarse appeare ; 
Of euery noyse so was the wretch agast. 
At last, she asked softly who was there ? 
And in her language as well as she could, 
" Pepe" (quod the other) " sister, I am here." 
" Peace" (quod the towne mouse) " why speakcst thou so loude ?" 
And by the band she toke her faire and well, 
" Welcome," quod she, " my sister by the rode." 

* Je«t 
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She fcosted her, that ioye it was to teil, 

The &re thej had ; they drank the wyue so clere. 

And as to purpose now and then it feil 

She chercd her, with, ** How, sister, what cherc?'' 

Amid this ioy befell a sory chance, 
That, welaway, the stranger bouglit füll dere, 
The fare she had ; for, as she lookte a skance, 
Under a stole she spied two shining eyes 
In a rounde head, with shaq) eares : in France 
Was never niouse so feard, for the vnwise 
Had not ysene such a beast before, 
Yet had nature taught her after gise 
To know her fo, and dred him euennore ; 
The toune mouse fled, she knew whither to go, 
The other had no shift, but woudei*s sore ; 
Feard of her life, at home she wisht her tho'. 
And to the dore, alas ! as she did skippc, 
The Heaven it would, lo ! and eke her chance was so, 
At the threshold her sely fote did trippe, 
And, ei-e she might recouer it again, 
The traytour cat had caught her by the hi])pe. 
And made her there against her wyll reiuaine, 
That hath forgot her power suertie, and rest, 
For seking welth, wheriu she thought to raigne. 




THE OLD XSD YOUNG COÜRTIEK. 



N old song made by an aged old pate,* 
Of an old worshipful gentlemau, who had a greatc ostatc, 
Tliat kept a brave old house at a bountiful rate, 
And an old portcr to rolieve the poor at bis gate ; 

Like an old courtier of tbe quecn's, 

And tbe queen's old courtier. 

Witb an old lady, wbose anger one word asswages ; 
Tbej everj quarter paid tbeir old servants tbeir wagcs, 
And ncver knew wbat belong'd to coachmen, footmeu, nor pages, 
But kept twenty old fellows witb blue coats and badges ; 
Like an old courtier, «fec. 

Witb an old study fillM fiill of leamed old books, 
Witb an old reverend cbaplain, you migbt know bim by bis looks. 
Witb an old buttery batxjb worn quite ofF tbe books, 
And an old kiteben, tbat maintain'd balf-a-dozen old cooks ; 
Like an old courtier, &c, 

Witb an old baJl, bung about witb pikes, guns, and bows, 
Witb old swords, and bucklers, tbat had borne many sbrcwdc blows, 
And an old fi^ize coat, to cover bis worsbip's trunk böse, 
And a cup of old sberry, to comfort bis copper nose ; 
Like an old courtier, «fec. 

' The owner of which has never been discovered. 
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The Old and Toung Courtier. 



With a good old fashion, when Christmasso was como, 
To call in all his old neighbours with bagpipe and drum, 
"With good chear enougli to furnish every old room, 
And old liquor ablc to make a cat spcak, and man dumb, 
Like an old courtier, <fec. 



With an old falconor, huntsman, and a kennel of hounds, 
That nevor hawkod, nor hunted, but in his own grounds, 
Who, like a wise man, kept himself within his own bounds, 
And when ho dyed gave every child a thousand good pounds ; 
Like an old courtier, <&c. 



But to his cldest son his house and land he asaign'd, 
Charging him in his will to kccp the old bountifull mind, 
To be good to his old tenants, and to his neighbours be kind : 
But in the onsuing ditty you shall hear how he was inclin'd ; 

Like a young courtier of the king's, 

And the king's young courtier. 




II. 



IKE a flourishing young gallant, newly come to his land, 
Who keeps a brace of painted madams at his command, 
And takcs up a thousand pound upon his father's land. 
And gcts drunk in a tavern, tili he can neither go nor stand ; 
Like a young courtier of the king's, 
And the king's young courtier. 
11 



Tbe Old and Toung Courtier. 



With a new-fashion'd hall, built where the old onc 8too<l, 
Hung round with new pictures, that do the poor no good, 
With a fine marble chimnej, whcrcin burns neither coal nor wood, 
And a new smooth shovelboard, whercon no victuals ne'er stood ; 
Like a young courtier, «te. 

With a new study, stuft füll of pamphlots, and plays, 
And a new chaplain, that swears faster than he prays, 
With a new buttery hateh, that opens once in four or five daya, 
And a new French cook, to dcvise fine kickshaw», and toys ; 
Like a young courtier, «fec. 

With a new fashion, when Cliristmas is drawing on, 
On a new joumey to Lgndon straight we all must bcgone. 
And leave none to keep house, but our new porter John, 
Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back with a stone ; 
Like a young courtier, <fec. 

Wth a new gentleman-usher, whosc carriage is conipleat, 
With a new coachman, footnien, and pages to carry up the meat, 
With a waiting-gentlewoman, whose dressing is very neat, 
Who, when her lady has din'd, lets the servants not eat ; 
Like a young courtier, &c. 

With new titles of honour bought with bis father's old gold, 
For which sundry of his ancestors' old manors are sold ; 
And ihis is the course most of our new gallants hold, 
Which makes that good house-keeping is now grown so cold, 

Among the young courtiers of the king, 

And the king's young courtiers. 
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THE DUKE AAP THE TDfXER. 



OW as famo docs report u joiing flukc keeps a couit, 
Oue that ploaaeÄ liis faney with frolieksome iport j 
But aniaiigat all llic ret^t, here is one I proleat, 
Whicli will tnake you to smilo wbeii jou hear tho true jest ; 

A poor tiiiker ho ftiund, lyiiig dniiik on tlie grounil, 

As i€€ure in a sleep ns if laiil in a gwound. 




The diiko nml to his nioii, William* Riehanl. and Bc«, 
Tako him hornig to mj palace^ well spoirt with hini tliüii. 
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The Duke and the Tinker. 



O'er a horse he was laid, and with care soou conveyM 

To the palacc, altho' he was poorly arrai'd : 

Then thcj stript off his cloaths, both his shirt, shoes, aud hose, 

And thej put him to bed for to take his repose. 

Having pull'd off his shirt, which was all over durt, 

They did give him clean holland : this was no great hurt ; 

On a bed of soft down, like a lord of renown, 

They did lay him to sleep the drink out of his crown. 

In the moming when day, then admiring he lay, 

For to see the rieh Chamber both gaudy and gay. 

Now he lay something late, in his rieh bed of state, 
Till at last knights and squires they on him did wait ; 
And the chamberling bare, then did likewise declare, 
He desir'd to know what apparcl he'd wäre : 
The poor tinker amaz'd, on the gontleman gaz'd, 
And admired how he to this houom' was rais'd. 

Tho' he seemM something mute, yet he chose a rieh suit, 
Which he straitways put on without longer dispute ; 
With a Star on his side, wliich the tinker offl ey'd. 
And it seem'd for to swell him no little with pride ; 
For he said to himself, WTiere is Joan my sweet wife ? 
Sure she never did see me so fine in her life. 

From a couvenient place, the right duke his good grace 

Did observe his behaviour in every caHc. 

To a gardon of state, on tlie tinker they wait, 

Trumpets souuding before him : thouglit he, this is great : 

Where an hour or two, pleasant walks he did view, 

With Commanders and squires in scarlet and blew. 

A fine dinner was drest, both for him and his guests. 
He was plac'd at the table above all the rest. 
In a rieh chair or bed, lin'd with fine crimson red, 
With a rieh golden canopy over his head : 
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The Duke and the Tinker. 



As hc Bat at bis mcat, tlic musick play'd swcct, 
Wnth the choicGst of »iuging bis joya to compleat. 

While the tinker did dine, hc had plenty of wiiie, 

Rieh canary with sherry aiid tcnt superfine. 

Like a right honest soul, faitli, he took ofF his bowl, 

Till at last lie began for to tumble and roul 

From his chair to the floor, wbere he sleeping did snore, 

Being seven timcs drunker than ever before. 

Then the duke did ordain, they should strip bim amain, 
And restoro him his old leather garments again : 
'Twas a point next the worat, yet perform it they must, 
And they carry'd him strait, wbere they found him at first ; 
Then he slept all the night, as indeed well he might ; 
But when he did waken, bis joys took their flight. 

For bis glory to him so pleasant did seem, 

That he thought it to be but a meer golden dream ; 

Till at length he was brought to the duke, wbere he sought 

For a pardon, as fearing he had set him at nought ; 

But bis bigbness he said, Tbou'rt a jelly hold blade, 

Such a frolick before I tbink never was plaid. 

Then bis bigbness bespoke him a new suit and cloak, 
WTiicb he gave for the sake of this frolicksome joak ; 
Nay, and üve buudred pound, with ten acres of ground, 
Thou sbalt never, said he, ränge the counteries round, 
Crying old brass to mend, for I'll be thy good friend, 
Nay, and Joan thy sweet wife sball my duchess attend. 

Then the tinker reply'd, Wbat ! must Joan my sweet bride 
Be a lady in cbariot« of pleasurc to ride ? 
Must we have gold and land cvVy day at command ? 
Then I sball be a squii-e I well understand : 
Well I tliank your good grace, and your love I embrace, 
I was never before in so bappy a case. 
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THE CONJUEER COUSENED. 

SAMUEL EOWLANBS. 




SHIFTING knare about the towne, 
Did chaJlenge ^ondrous skill : 
To teil men's fortunes and good hapn, 
He had the starrs at will. 

What day was best to travailc on, 

"Wliich fit to chuse a wife ; 

If violent or naturall 

A man should end his life ; 

Successe of anj Buite in law, 

Which partiefl cause prevailes ; 

' First published by the Percy Society. 
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The Conjurer Cousened. 



AMicn it is good to pick ones tocth, 

And ill to parc his nailes. 

So cunningly he plaid the knave, 

Tlmt he dehided many, 

With shiftin^, base, and cousening tricks : 

For »kill he had not any. 

Aniongst a crew of simple giil», 
That plide him to their cost, 
A butcher conies and craves bis belp, 
Tliat had some cattle lost. 
Ten groates he gave liim for bis fee. 
And he to conjure goes, 
With eharacters, and voeables. 
And divers antique showes. 
The butcher, in a l>ea.stly feare, 
Expected »pirits still, 
And wished himselfe within bis shop, 
Some sheepc or calfe to kill. 
At length, out of an old blinde hole, 
Bchinde a painted cloth, 
A deville comes with roaring voyce, 
Seeming exceeding wroth, 
With squibs and crackers round about 
Wilde-fier he did send ; 
\Miieh, swaggering Ball, the Imtchers dog. 
So bighly did ofFend, 
That he upon the devill flies, 
And shakes bis bornes so sore, 
Even like an oxe, most terrible 
He niade hobgoblin roare. 
The cunning man cnes, ** For Cfods love help, 
Unto youre mastifFe call !'' 
** Figlit dog, fight devill ! '' butcher said, 
And claps bis hands at Ball. 
Tlie dog most cnielly tore bis flesh, 
The devill went to wracke, 
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The Conjurer Cousened. 



And looked like a tattered rogue, 

Witli ne're a rag on's backe. 

** Give me my nioney back againe, 

Thou slave," the butcher said, 

** Cr I will see your deviira heart, 

Before he can be laid : 

Hc get« not back againe to hell, 

Ei*e I niy mony have 

And I will have sorae intrest too, 

Besides mine own I gave. 

Deliver first mine owne ten groats, 

And then a crowne to boote : 

I smell your «ievils knavery out. 

He want« a eloven foote." 



The eonjuier, with all bis heart, 
The mony backe repaiea, 
And gives five shillnigs of bis owne : 
To whome the butcher saies, 
** Farewell, most scurvy conjuror, 
Thinke on my valiant deed, 
Which has done more then English George, 
That made the dragon bleed : 
He and bis horse, the story teils, 
Did but a serpent slay : 
I and my dog the devill spoild, 
We two have got the day." 





JOLLY GOOD ALE AND OLD. 

[fROM GAMMKIl GURTON's NEEDLK.] 



ACK and syde go bare, go bare, 
Booth foote and handc go colde ; 
But, bdly, God sende thee good ale ynoughe, 
Whether it bo newe or old. 



I can not eate but lytle meat, 

My stomacke is not goode ; 
But, surc, I think that I can drynk, 

With him that weares a liood. 
Thoughe I go bare, take ye no care, 

I am uothiuge a-eolde ; 
I stufFe my skyn ho füll witliin, 

Of joly good alo and olde. 
Back and syde go bare, go bare, &c. 



JoUy Good Ale and Old. 



I love 110 rost, but a nut-brown toste 

Aiid a crab layde in the fyi*e ; 
A lytle bread shall do me stead ; 

Much bread I uot desyre. 
No froste nor snow, no winde, I trow, 

Can hurt me if I wolde, 
I am so wrapt, and throwly lapt, 

Of joly good ale and old. 
Back and syde go bare, go bare, &,q. 

And Tyb, my wyfe, that, as her lyfe, 

Loveth well good ale to seeke, 
Füll ofte drinkes shee, tyll ye may see 

The teares run doun her cheeke ; 
Then doth she trowle* to mee the bowle, 

Even as a malt worme shuld ; 
And sayth, Sweethart, I took my part 

Of this joly good ale and olde. 
Back and syde go bare, go bare, <fbc. 

Now let them drynke tyll they nod and wynke 

Even as good fellowes shoulde doe, 
They shall not misse to have the blisse, 

Good ale doth bringe men to ; 
And all poor soules that have scowred bowles 

Or have them lustily trolde, 
God gave the lyves of them and their wy ves, 

Whether they be younge or olde. 
Back and syde go bare, go bare, 

Both foote and hande go colde ; 
But, belly, God sende thee good ale ynoughe, 

Whether it be newe or old. 



Pass. 
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THE LONDON VACATION. 



8111 WILLIAM DAVKNANT. 



OW Town-wit saycs to witty friend, 
** Transcribe apace all thou hast pen'd 
For I in joumey hold it fit, 
To cry thee up to countrcy-wit. 

Our mulcs are come ! dissolve the club ! 

The Word, tili terra, is, ' Rub, O rub !' " 




Now gamster poor, in cloak of stammel,* 
Moimted on steed, as slow as cammel, 
Battoone of crab in luckless band, 
(Wliich serves for bilboc and for wand) 
Early in morne does sneak from town, 
Least landlord*s wife should seise on crown : 
On crown, wbich he in poueh does kecp, 
Wlien day is done, to pay for sleep ; 



Or stamin, a woollen cloth. 



The London Vacation. 



" I eate no supper ; fling on rüg ! 

Fm sick, d'jou hear? Yet, bring a jug ! '* 

Now (lamsel young, that dwels in Cheap, 
For very joy begins to leap : 
Her elbow small she oft does rub, 
Tickled with hope of sillabub ; 
For mother, (who does gold maintaiu 
On thumbe, and keys of silver chaine) 
In snow white elout, wraps nook of pye, 
Fat capon's wing, and rabbit's thigh, 
And says to Hackney coachman, " Go 
Take Shillings six, say I, or no." 
" Whither?'' says he. Quotli she '' Thy teame 
Shall drive to place where groweth Creame." 
But husband gray now eomes so stall 
For prentice notch'd he straight does call : 
" \Miere's dame?" quoth he. Quoth son of shop, 
** She's gone her cake in milk to sop." 
" Ho, ho ! to Isüngton ! Enough ! 
Fetch Job, my son, and our dog Ruffe ! 
For there in pond, through mire and muck, 
We'll cry ' Hay, duck ! There, Ruffe ! Hay, duck ! ' *'« 

Now man that trusts, with weary thighs, 
Seeks garret where small poet lies : 
He comes to Lane ; finds garret shut ; 
Then, not with knuckle, but with foot, 
He rudcly thrusts ; would enter dores ; 
Though poet sleeps not, yet he snores : 
Cit chafes like beast of Libia ; then 
Sweares, he will not come nor send agen ; 
From little lump triangulär 
Poor poets' sighs are heard afar. 

^ The ponds near Shepherd and Shepherdess fields were uscd on Sundayt for the 
cruel diversion of duck-huuting even in the present centun*. In these fields 
Stands the Britannia Theatre, amidst a new and dense suburb, where, now, on 
Sundays, duck-hunting gives place to religious Services. 



T^he London Vacation. 



Quoth he, " Do noble numbei*s choose 

To walk on feet, that have no ahoes?" 

Theii he does wish with ferveiit breatli, 

And as his last rcqucst ere death, 

Each ode a bond, each madrigal, 

A lease fi*om Haberdashers' Hall, 

Cr that he had protccted been 

At court, in hst of chamberlain ; 

For wights near thrones care not an ace 

For Woodstreet friend, that weildeth mace, 

Courts pay no scores but when thcy hst, 

And trcasurer still has cramp in fist. 

Then forth he steales ; to Gl übe does run ; 

And smiles, and vowes, four acts are doue : 

Finis to bring he does protest, 

Teils evVy play'r his part is best. 

And all to get (as poets use) 

Some coyne in pouche to solace Muse. 

Now wight that acts on stage of Bull, 
In skullers' bark does he at lIuU 
Wliich he for pennies two does rig, 
All day on Thanies to hob for grig : 
\\Tiilst fencer poor does by him stand, 
In old dung-hghter, hook in band ; 
Between knees rod, with canvas crib, 
To girdle tied, close uiider rib ; 
Where worms are put, which must small tish 
Betray at night to earthen dish. 

Now London's chief, on saddle new, 
Kides into fair of Bartholomew ; 
He twirles his chain, and looketh big, 
As if to fright the head of pig, 
That gaping lies on greasy stall, 
Till femolo with great belly call. 
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The London Vacation. 



Now aldcrman in field doeä stand, 
Witli foot on trig, a quoit in band : 
** I'm seaven" quoth ho " the game is up ! 
Notliing I pay, and yet I sup." 
To aldemiau quoth neighbour then, 
** I lost but niutton, play for hen." 
But wealtliy blade cryes out ** At rate 
Of Kings, should'st play ! let's go ; tis lato/' 

Xow lean atturney, that bis cheese 
XeV par'd, nor verses took for feos ; 
And aged proctor, that conti*oules 
The featj of punck in court of PauFs, 
Do eacb witb solemn oath agree 
To nicct in feilds of Finsbury : 
Witb loynes in canva» bow-casc tyde, 
\Miore arrows stick witb micklc pride ; 
Witb batö pinn*d up, and bow in band 
All day luost fiercoly tbere they stand ; 
Like gbosts of Adam, Bell, and Ciynune ; 
8ol sots for fear tbey'l shoot at bim. 

Now Spynie, Ktdpb, and Georgie small, 
And sbort bayr'd Stepben, wbay-fac'd Paul, 
(Wbose times are out, indentures torn) 
Who seaven long yeai*s did never skonie, 
To fetcb up coales for maid to use, 
WijKi mistresses', and cbildren's shooes, 
Do jump for joy they are niatle free ; 
llire meagre stceds, to ride and sce 
Tbeir pai-ents old who dwell as near, 
As place call'd Peako in Dcrby-sbire. 
Tbere they alight, old croanes are milde y 
Eacb weeps on cragg of pretty cbildc : 
They portions give, trades up to set, 
That babes may live, serve God and cbcat. 
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The London Vacation, 



Near house of law by Temple Bar, 
Kow man of mace cares not how far 
In stockings blew he marcheth on, 
With velvet cape bis cloack upon ; 
In girdle, scrowles, where names of some, 
Are written down, whom toueb of tbumbe, 
On sboulder left, must safe convoj, 
Anoying wigbts witb name of Roy. 
Poor pris'ner's friend tbat sees tbe toueb, 
Cries out aloud, *' I tbougbt as mucb." 



Now vaulter good, and dancing lass, 
On rope, and man tbat cries " Hey, pass," 
And tumbler young tbat needs but stoop, 
Lay bead to beel to creep tbrougb boope ; 
And man in cbimncy bid to dress, 
Puppit tbat acta our old qucen Bess, 
And man tbat wbilst tbe puppits play, 
Tbrougb nose expendetb wbat tbey say, 
And man tbat does in cbest inelude 
Old Sodom and Gomorrab lewd : 
And wbite oate-eater tbat does dwell ; 
In Btable small, at sign of Bell : 
Tbat lift up boofe, to sbow tbe prancks, 
Taugbt by magitian, stiled Banks ; 
And ape, led captive still in cbaine, 
TiU be renounce tbe Pope and Spaine. 
All these on boof now tindge from town, 
To cheat poor turnep-eating clown. 

Now man of war witb visage red, 
Grows eboUerick and sweares for bread. 
He sendetb note to man of kin, 
But man leaves word " I'm not witbin." 
He meets in street witb friend call'd Will ; 
And cryes " Old rogue ! wbat living still?" 
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The London Vacation. 



But er' that street they quite are past, 

Ho softly asks " What monej hast?" 

Quoth friend '* a crown !" he eryes *' Dear heart? 

O hase, no moro, sweet, lend me part I *' 

But Btay, my frighted peu is fled ; 
^^yRelf through fear creep under IkhI ; 
YoY ju8t as Muse would ecrihhle more, 
Fierce city duune did rap at door. 




EPIGRAM. 

[PROM ROWLAXD's EPIORAMS.] 

II E sanguine dye of Lesbia's paintcd face 
Is ofton argued for a doubtful ease. 
The color*8 hers she sweares : not so some thought it, 
And tme she swears : for I know where she bought it. 
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A WEDDIXG.i 



SIR JOHN SrCKLIXG. 



TELL theo, Dick, wbore I have been ; 
WTiei-e I the rarest things have seen ; 
u'i Oh things witliout comparo ! 

Such sights again cannot be found 
In any place on English ground, 
Be it at wake, or fair. 

At Charing Gross, hard by the way 
^Tiere we (thoii know'st) do seil our hay, 
Thero is a house with stairs ;• 

* The occasion of this poem is said to have been the marriage of Lord Broghill to 
Lady Margaret Howard, daughter of the Earl of Suffulk. 

' Soffolk House stood close to the foot of the Haymarket. Suffolk-street, 
Fall Hall, takes its Dame from it. 
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j1 Weddmg. 



Xm\ tiit*n* lUfl J ^1» comini; down 




Such folks np nrc nat in our towii ; 
Vortj at Icaftt, in pairs. 
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A Wedding. 



Aniongst the rest oiie pest'lcnt üiie 
(Ilis beartl no bigger tho' than thine) 

Walk'd 011 before tlie rest ; 
Cur landlord luoks like notliiiig to liim ; 
The King (God bless him) 'twould undo hiiii, 

Shoiild he go still so di-est. 

At Course-a-park, without all douht, 
Ile should havc Hrst been takeii out 

By all the maids i' tli' town : 
Though lusty lloger there had beeii, 
Cr little George upon the green, 

Or Vincent of the crown. 

But wot you what ? The youth was going 
To make an end of all bis woing ; 

The parsoii for him staid ; 
Yet by bis leave, for all bis haste, 
Ho did not so niuch wish all past, 

Perchanee as did the maid. 

The maid (and thereby hangs a tiile) 
For such a maid uo Whitson-ale 

Could ever yet produce ; 
No grape tliat's kindly ripe, could be 
So round, so plump, so soft, as she, 

Nor half so füll of juyce. 

Her finger was so small, the ring 
Would not stay on which they did bring ; 

It was too wide a peck : 
And, to say truth, (for out it must) 
It look*d hke the great collar (just) 

About our young colt's neck. 

Her feet beneath her petticoat, 
Like little mice, stole in and out, 
As if they fear*d the light : 



A Wedding. 



But oh ! she daiices such a way ; 
Xo sun upon an Eastcr day 
Is half 80 fine a sight.' 

Her chceks ro rare, a white was oii, 
No daisie niakcs comparison ; 

(Who sees thera is uiulone) 
For strcaks of red were niingled there, 
Sucli as are on a Catherine jwar, 

The aide that's iiext the Sun. 

Her lips were reil ; aiid one was thiii, 
C'üiiiparM to that was next her chiii ; 

(Some hec had stuiig it newly,) 
But, Dick, her eyes so guard her face, 
I durst no niore upon them gaze, 

Than on a Sun iu July. 

Her mouth so small, when she does spcak, 
Thou'd'st swear her teeth her words did hreak, 

That tliey might passage get ; 
But slie so handrd still the matter, 
They came as good as ours, or hetter. 

And are not spent a whit. 

Passion, oh me ! how I mn on ! 
There's that that would he thought upon, 

I trow besides the bride. 
The husiness of tlie kitchen's great ; 
For it is fit that men should eat, 

Xor was it there denied. 

Just in the nick the Cook knock'd thricc 
And all the waiters in a trice 
His summons did ohey ; 

^ It was prettily supposed tbat tbe sun danced on Easter-day. 
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A Wedding. 



Each servingman with dish in hand 
March'd boldly iip like our train'd-band, 
Presented, and away. 

TMicn all the meat was on the table, 
What man of knife, or teeth, was able 

To stay to be entreated? 
And this the very reason was, 
Before the paraon could say grace 

The Company was seated. 

Now hats fly off, and youths carouse ; 
Healths first go round, and then the hoiise, 

The bride's came thick and thick ; 
And when 'twas nam'd another's health, 
Perhaps he made it hers by stealth, 

(And who could help it, Dick ?) 

O' th' sudden, up they rise and dance ; 
Then sit again, and sigh, and glance : 

Then dance again, and kiss : 
Thus sev'ral ways the time did pass, 
Till ev'ry woman wish'd her place. 

And ev'ry man wish'd bis. 

By this time, all were stoFn aside 
To counsel and undress the bride ; 

But that he must not know : 
But yet, 'twas thought he guest her mind, 
And did not mean to stay behind 

Above an hour or so. 
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RRK lies old Hobson ; Defttli halh hroke Kis girt, 
Aiid here^ alas ! hiitli bid him in tbe diii ; 
Ov eise ihe ways \mn^ foul, twenty to ooe, 
He*si höre Btuck in a öloiigh, miA overtbrown* 
'Twaa such a sbiftcrj tbat, if trufb werc known, 
Deatli was half glad when be bad got bim düwn ; 
Pur he hocl, an^^ tirae tbis ten veare füll, 
Dodgied with him betwLtt Cambridge nnd Uie ßuIL 
And surelv Death could never have provailM, 
Ilftd not hiä weckly eüurnü of carriage faifd ; 



' On tho Uiitverüity cftmcr, wbo tickGued in thc timo of bis boUday ; bein^ forbid 
to ^Q to I^udan, hy tttmBnnn of Uie plague* It was bc who e«Ubiiähed ** Hobaoa^s 



Old Hobson. 



£ut latelj finding him so long at home, 

And thinkiDg now his joumey's end was come, 

And that he had ta'en up liis latest inn, 

In the kind officö of a chamberlain 

Show'd him his room where he must lodge that night, 

Pull'd off his boots, and took away the light : 

If any ask for him, it shall be said, 

•* Hobson has supp'd, and 's newly gone to bed." 



Hehr licth one, who did most truly prove 

That he could never die while he could move ; 

So hung his destiny, never to rot 

While he might still jog on and koep his trot ; 

Made of sphere-mctal, never to decay 

Until his revolution was at stay. 

Time numbers motion, yet (without a crime 

'Gainst old truth) motion number'd out his time : 

And, hke an engine movcd with wheel and weight, 

His principles being ceascd, he ended straight. 

Rest, that gives all men lifo, gave him his death, 

And too much breatliing put him out of breath : 

Nor were it contradiction to affirm, 

Too long vacation hasten'd on his tenn. 

Merely to drive the time away he sicken'd, 

Fainted, and died, nor would with ale be quicken'd ; 

" Nay," quoth he, on his swooning bed out-stretch'd, 

" If I mayn't carry, sure I'll ne'er be fetch'd, 

But vow, though the cross doctors all stood hearers, 

For one carrier put down to make six bearers." 

Ease was his chief disease ; and, to judge right. 

He died for heaviness that his cart went light. 

His leisure told him that his time was come, 

And lack of load made his lifc burdensome, 

That even to his last breath (there be that say't), 

As he were press'd to death, he cried, " More weight;'' 



Old Hobson. 



But, had bis doings lasted as they were. 

He had been an immortal carrier. 

Obedient to the moon he spent his date 

In course reciprocal, and had his fate 

Link'd to the mutual flowing of the seas, 

Yet (stränge to think) his wain waa his increase : 

His letters are deliver'd all and gone^ 

Only remains this superscription. 




EPIGBAM. 

[fROM WESTlONSTEIl DROLLERY. 1671.] 

WATCH lost in a tavem ! That's a Crime ; 
Then see how men by drinking lose their time. 



The Watch kept Time ; and if Time wiU away, 
I see no reason why the Watch should stay. 

You say the Key hung out, and you forgot to lock it, 
Time will not be kept pris'ner in a Pocket. 

Henceforth, if you will keep your Watch, this do, 
Pocket your Watch, and watch your Pocket, too. 




AN IIOLY SISTER, 



AURA HA M rOWLKY* 



IIE tbat cftii Bit thive sermans tn u Jiij. 
Atid «*f thosc tlin*c seiirco bear tliree wortla üwav 
8he tljut ean rnh her buä1mii<K to n^j>rth" 
A 1pmigvt*[>m*Hit» lUiki iiosr* ii long ptiiycr: 

81ie llmt Willi Ifimp-hlack purifies hiT aliuo*. 

And u'ith lijilf^ovf'* fvnfl Jtilil«^ w>fll}' ejim^ ; 




An Holy Stster. 



She that her pockets iiith lay-gospel stuffs. 

And edifies her looks with little ruffs ; 

She that loves sermons as she does the rest, 

Still Standing stifF that longest are the best ; 

She that at Christen ings thirsteth for more sack, 

And draws the broadest handkerchief for cake ; 

She tliat sings psalms dcvoutly, next the street, 

And beats her maid i' th' kitchen, where none see't; 

She that will sit in shop for ^ye hours space, 

And register the sins of all that pass, 

Damn at first sight, and proudly dares to say, 

That none can possibly be sav'd but they 

That hang rcligion in a naked ear, 

And judge men's hearts according to their hair ; 

That could afford to doubt, who wrote best sense, 

Moses, or Dod on the commandments ; 

She that can sigh, and cry " Queen Elizabeth," 

Rail at the Pope, and scratch-out " sudden death :" 

And for all this can give no reason why : 

This is an holy-sister, verily. 




A LOVER'S CJIRONICLE, 



ABB AH AM tOWLKY, 




AKGARITA first posRess^d, 

If I reraemf>er wrll, niy brCA&t, 
Mftigarifft fii-yt uf all ; 
But wUen n^'liile tlie wiinton niöixl 
Wlth my restk^ss lienrt hnd plflvM» 
Mnrtlia took Üw ^png lialL 



Martha socm «lid It rcsigii 
Tu tlie bc'fluteous C'athürine. 
lk*(iiit€oitfi Ufttbariii** i^avc pfficc 



A Lover's Chronicle. 



(Though loth and angry she to part 
With the possession of my heart) 
To Eliza's conqucring face. 

Eliza tili this hour might reign, 
Had shc not cvil counscls ta'cn. 
Fundamental laws slic broke, 
And still new favourites she chose, 
Till up in arms my passions rose, 
And cast away her yoke. 

Mary then, and gentle Anne, 
Both to reign at onee began ; 
Altemately they sway'd ; 
And sometimes Mary was the fair, 
And sometimes Anne the crown did wear, 
And sometimes both I' obey'd. 

Another Mary then arase, 

And did rigorous laws imposc ; 
A mighty tyrant she ! 

Long, alas ! should I have been 
Under that iron-scepter'd queen, 
Ilad not Rebecca set me free. 

When fair Bebecca set me free, 
'Twas then a golden time with me : 
Bat soon those pleasm'es fled ; 

For the gracious princess died. 

In her youth and beauty's pride. 
And Judith reigned in her stoad. 

One month, three days, and half an hour, 
Judith held the sovereign power : 
Wondrous beautiful her face ! 

But so weak and small her wit, 

That she to govem was unfit. 
And so Susanna took her place. 
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A Lovers Chrontcle. 



But when Isabellrt came, 

Arnrd with a resistless flauie, 
And th' aitillory of her eye ; 

AVhilst »he proudly niarch'd about, 

Greater conquests to Hiul out, 
8he beat out Susan by the bye. 

But in her place I then obey'd 

Black-eyed Bess, her viceroy-niaid ; 
To whom ensued a vaeancy : 
Thou.sand woi*se passions then |)ossessM 
The interregnuin of my breast ; 
Bk'ss nie froni such an anarehy ! 

Gentle Kennet ta then, 

And a third Mary, next be^^an ; 

Then Joan, and Jane, and Audria ; 
And then a pretty Thoniasine, 
And then another Catharine, 

And then a long et aftent. 

But should I now to you relate, 

The strength and riches of their state ; 
The powder, patches, and the pins, 
The ribbons, jewels, and the rings, 
The lace, the paint, and warlike things, 
That niake up all their niagazines ; 

If I should teil the j)olitic arts 
To take and keep nien\s hearts ; 
The lettei-s, embassies, and spies, 
The frowns, and smiles, and flatteries, 
Tlic quarrcls, tears, and pcrjuries 
(Numberless, nameless, mysteries!) 

And all the little lirae-twigs laid, 
By Maehiavel the waiting-maid ; 
I more voluminous should grow 
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A Lover's Chronicle. 



(Chiefly if I like them should teil 
All change of weathers that befell) 
Than Holinshed or Stow. 

13ut I will briefer with them be, 

Siuce few of them were long with me. 
An higher and a nobler strain 

My present Emperess does claim, 

Heleonora, firat o' tli' name ; 

WTiom God grant long to rcign ! 



EPIGRAM. 

[fROM DODSLEY's TOY 8U0P.] 

RIES Sylvia to a Reverend Dean, 
" What reason can Ikj given, 
Since marriage is a holy thing, 
That there aro nonc in Heaven ?" 



" There are no women," he reply'd, 
Shc quick retuma the jest, — 

" Women there are, but I'm afraid 
They cannot find a Priest.'' 





A FBAGMENT OF SCIENCE, 




LEARXRD man/ whom once a week 

A liurulred virtuosem seek^ 

And like an oraclc apply to, 

T* ask qucBdons, and ddmire, and lie tt) j 
\51io ejitertAined tliem all of cfoune, 
A«* men teko wive» for better or woiüp, 
And pass tlicm oll for meij of pnrts 
Tbough soma but Bceptlcs lu their beiulä ; 
For wlien fliey're CÄSt into a lump, 
Tlieir cfpiality mu«t juinp ; 

^ In Alltfftion, prnbibly, tö ihe mc^tings held itt tli« hou«« of Sir K«nelm DigW. 
Tli« utire b levstled ugiinat certmti meinber» of thc RoyAl Sncicty. 
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A Fragment of Science. 



As metalä luixed, the rieh and bnse 
Do l)oth at equal valiiea pana. 

Witli these the onlinary dcbate 
Was aftcr news, and thinn^s of stato, 
Which way the drcmlful eomet went- 
In sixty-four, and what it mcant, 
\Miat nations yet are to bewail 
The Operations of its tail ? 

Why ciirrents turn in seas of ice 
Some thrice a day and some but twice ; 
And why the tides at night and noon 
Court, hke Caligula, the moon? 
If grasR be green, or snow he white, 
But only as they take the light ? 
Whetlier jK)ssessions of the devil, 
Or mere temptations, are most evil ? 
Wliat is't that niakes all fountjiins still 
Within the earth to nm up hill, 
But on the outside down again, 
As if the attempt were made in vain ? 
Or what's the stränge mngnetie cause 
The Steel, or Loadstone's drawn or draws 
The Star, the neetUe, which the stone 
Ilas only been but touched upon ? 
'NVhether the North-star's influence 
With both does hold intelligence ; 
(For red-hot iron, held towards the Pole 
Tunis of itself to't, when 'tis cool :) 
What makes the body of the sun 
That such a rapid course does run 
To draw no tail behind through th' air, 
As comets do, when they appear, 
Which other planets cannot do 
Becausc thej do not buni, but glow? 
Wliether the moon be sea, or land, 
Or charcoal ; or a qucnch'd fire-brand ; 

' The comet which appeared on the 24th of December, 16G4. 
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A Fragment of Science. 



Or if the dark holea that appear 
Are only bores, not citios thero ? 
'NMiethcr the atmospliere turn round 
And keep a just pace with the ground ; 
Or loiter lazily behind, 
And clog the air with gusts of wind ? 
Or whether Creacents in the Wane, 
(For 80 an author has it piain) 
Do burn quite out, or wear awaj 
Their snutFs upon the edge of da y ? 
Whether the sea increase or waste, 
And if it do, how^ long 'twill last : 
Or if the snn approaches near 
The earth, how soon it will be hei*e ? 

These were the learned speculations 
And all their constant oceupations 
To measure wind, and weigh the air. 
And tum a circle to a squaro, 
To niake a powder of the sun, 
By which all doctors should b' undone ; 
To find the north -west p&ssage out 
Although the farthest way about ; 
If cheraists from a rose's ashea, 
Can raise a rose it<*elf, in gases ? 
Whether the line of incidenco 
Rise from the objeet, or the sense ? 
To stew the elixir in a bath 
Of Hope, Credulity, and Faith ; 
To explicate by subtle hints 
The grain of diamonds and flints ; 
And, in the braying of an ass 
Find out the treble and the bass ; 
If mareft neigh alto, and a cow 
A double diapason low. 
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HOLLAND, 



AKßnKW mah^'el. 




OLLAXD^ thiit Maree doserreB tho Tiamf? of hnd, 

Aüi hui th^ off- Bcoii ring of tho British saiid : 
And so nineh earth ns was contributed 
iiv Knglisb jülot^» whcii tliev hoaved tlic Itind | 
Or \shni by tlio ott'ftn's s^low alluvtoii feil, 
Of ebipwrücked cockle and tbe muüöcl-shell. 
Gl ad thcn, as minera wlia bavo fouTjd the tn^e, 
Thej, witb mad lül>our, fiwl/d tbe land to shore ; 
Aad divod os dosiU't-aU'ly für eacb pioee 
Of eaithp a* if it Imd boen of anibergreeee ; 
C^>lJccting anxioual y stiiall loads of clm% 
LesB than wlmt buildinpf swallows licar away ; 
Or thttu tbosie pilla which sordid beetles rowl^ 
Tranfiferrmg into thcm tlicir duugbill soiil. 



Holland. 



IIow did thoj rivet with gigantic piles 
Thorougli tlie centre thcir new-catched milcs ; 
And to tlie stake a struggling country bound, 
Whcre barking waves still bait the forced ground ; 
liuilding their wat' ry Isabel far more lügh 
To catch the wavcs tban those to scale tbe sky. 
Yet still bis claim the injurcd occan layed, 
And oft at leap-frog o'er their steeples played ; 
As if on purpose it on land liad come 
To show them what\s their m'^re Liberum;^ 
A daily deluge over them does boil ; 
And earth and water play at level-coyl ; 
The fish oft-times the burgher dispossessed, 
And sat, not as a meat, but as a guest ; 
And oft the Tritons, and the sea-n^-mplis, saw 
WTiole shoals of Dutch ser^ed up for cabillaii ;- 
Or, as tliey over the new level ranged, 
For pickled lierring, pickled Heeren changed. 
Xature, it seem'd, asiiam'd of her inistake, 
Would throw their land away at duck and drake : 
Therefore necessity, that first niade kings, 
Soraetliing like govemment among them brings ; 
For as with pigmys, who best kills the crane, 
Among the hungry he that treasures grain, 
Among the blind the one-eyed blinkard reigns, 
So mies among the drowned he that drains. 
Not who first sees the rising sun, commands ; 
But who could first discern the rising lands. 
Who best could know to pump an eailh so leak, 
Hirn they their lord and country 's father speak. 
To make a bank was a great plot of State ; 
Invent a shovel, and be a magistrate. 

' A free ocean ; for which the Dutch jurists were then contending with the 
English. » Fre»h cod. 




MH. MILD-AND-SLV. 



LA rONTAlKK, TnAXSLATKJ> »¥ ELlZrU WElüMT. 




8T0RV*WHTTER uf atir n^rt 
HlHti trifit^s, in *<hürt, 

Of OMO that m&y bc i^eckout^d 

A Hwlilaril tjio Secynd, — 
TliL* Alexiui<li.*r «f tlif i*iii^, 
The Attilu, tili? ncourgü uf mt«, 

Ahiimg tili.' lutUT ^piviwl, 
A league arouml, itJ* dii^aj ; 
Wim siM*niefl» indotnl* iloti'miincHl 
TIh* wurld aSumld be nirvt^rniiuftU 
TIjo pkrjks Willi j»ro[>8 inr>it? falst* tlmn »lim, 
Tlw tem[iting lieaps of jHjisöJii.Hl rnoal, 
4ä 



Mr. Mild-and'Sly. 

The traps of wire and traps of steel, 
Were only play, comparcd with him. 
At length, so sadlj were they scared, 
The rats and mice no longer dared 
To sliow their tliievish faces 
Outside their liiding-places, 
Thus sliunning all pursuit ; whereat 
Our crafty General Cat 
Contrived to hang himself, as dead, 
lieside the wall, with down ward head, — 
llesisting gravitation's laws 
By clinging with his hinder claws 
To some sniall bit of string. 
The rata esteemed the thing 
A judgment for some naughty deed, 
Some thievish snateh, 
Or ugly Scratch ; 
And thought their foe had got his meed 
By being hang indeed. 
With liope elated all 
Of laughing at his funeral, 
They thrust their noses out in air ; 
And then to show their heads they dare, 
Now dodging back, now venturing more. 
At last, upon the larder's störe 
They fall to tilching, as of yore. 
A scanty feast enjoyed these shallows ; 
Down dropped the hung one from his gallows, 

And of the hindmost caught. 
" Some other tricks to mo are known," 
Said he, while tearing bone from hone, 

** By long experience taught ; 
The point is settled, free from doubt, 
That from your holes you shall come out." 
Ilis threat as good as prophecy 
Was proved by Mr. Mild-and-sly ; 
For, putting on a niealy robe, 
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Mr. Mild-and-Sly. 



He squatted in an open tub, 

And hcld bis pundng and hi» breatli ; — 

Out eamc tbe vermm to tbeir dcatb. 

On Ulis occasion, onc old stager, 
A rat as gray as any badger, 
Wlio bad in battlc lost bis tail, 
Abstained frora smelling at tbe meal ; 
And cried, far off, " Ali ! General Cat, 
I mucb Buspeet a beap like tbat. 
Your meal is not tbe tbing, perbaps, 
For one wbo knows somewbat of trajw ; 
Sbould you a sack of meal become, 
rd let you be, and stay at bome." 

Well Said, I tbink, and prudently, 
By onc wbo knew distrust to be 
Tbe parcnt of security. 




" COME TO THE MAY-POLE !'^ 

[fROM WESTMINSTER DRvILLERYJ] 

OME, Lasses and Lads, get leavc of your Dads, 
And away to thc Maj-pole hie, 
For every fair has a sweetheart there, 
And tlie fiddlcr's standing by. 
For Willy shall dance with Jane, 
And Johnny has got his Joan, 
To trip it, trip it, trip it, trip it, 
Trip it up and down. 

Strike up, says Wat : agroed, says Matt, 

And I prithee, fiddler, play ; 
C^ontent, says Hodge, and so says Madge, 

For this is a holiday. 
Tlien every lad did dofF 

His hat. unto his lass. 
And every girl did curtsey, curtsey, 

Curtsey on the grass. 

Begin, says Hai : aye, aye, says Mall, 

Well lead up Pachlngton^ 8 Pound ; 
No, no, says Noll, and so says Doli, 

We'll first have SelUngers Round, 

• Mr. VV. Cbappell, in his admirable work on Populär Music of the Olilen Time, 
States tbat the words of this song are still in print in Seven Dials. 



Come to the May-pole. 



You're out, says Dick, — not I, aays Nick, 

'Twos the fiddler play'd it wrong ; 
'Tis true, sajs Hugh, and so says Sue, 

And so says every one. 
The fiddler then hegan 

To play the tune again, 
And every girl did trip it, trip it, 

Trip it to the men. 

Let's kiss, says Jane, — content, says Xan, 

And so says every slie ; 
How raany ? says Batt, — why three, says Matt, 

For that's a maiden's fee. 
The men, instead of three, 

Did give them half a score : 
The maids in kindness, kindness, kindness, 

Gavo 'em as many raore. 

Then, after an hour, thcy went to a bowV, 

And play'd for ale and cakes ; 
And kisses too, — until they wcre due 

The lasses held the stakes. 
Tho girls did then begin 

To quarrel with the men, 
And bade them take their kisses back. 

And give them their own again. 

Now there they did stay the wliole of the day, 

And tired the fiddler quite 
With dancing and play, without any pay, 

From morning until night. 
They told the fiddler then 

Thoy'd pay bim for bis play, 
Then each a twopence, twopence, twopenco, 

Gave bim, and went away. 

Good night, says Harry, — good night, says Mary ; 
Good night, says Dolly to John ; 
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Come to the May -pole. 



Good night, says Sue, to her sweotheart, Ilugh ; 

Good night, says evory ohe. 
Somo walkM, and somo did run ; 

Some loiter'd on the way, 
And hound themselves hy kisscs twelve 

To meot the next holiday. 



EPIGRAM. 



SAMUEL BUTLER. 




IIE jelly racmbers of a toping cluh 

Like pipc-staves aro, hut hoop'd into a tuh ; 
And in a close confederacy link 

For nothing eise, bat only to hold drink. 




GOOD WINE A GENTLEMAN. 



FBANCESCO REDI. TRANSLATED BY LEIGH HUNT. 




BOYS, this Tuscan land diviiic 

Hatli such a natural taleiit for wine, 

We'll fall, we'U fall 

Ontbe barrels and all ; 
We'll fall on the must, we'll fall on tlie presses, 
We'll make the boards groan with our grievous caressea ; 
No measure, I say ; no order, but riot ; 
No waiting nor cbeating ; we'll drink likc a Sciot : 
Drink, drink, and drink wben you've done ; 
Pledge it and frisk it, every one ; 
Chirp it and cballenge it, swallow it down : 
He tbat's afraid is a thief and a clown. 



Good JVine a Gentleman. 



Good wine's a gentleman ; 

lle spccdcth digcstion all he cau ; 

Nu hcadache hatli ho, 110 headadie, I »ay, 

For those who talked with hiiii vesterdav. 




A COAT OF AllMS. 

[fROM WE8TMIX8TKR DROLLKRY.] 

\ GREAT pretender to geiitility 
Came to a herald for hi» pedigree : 
Beginning there to swagger, roar, and swear, 
lieqair*d to know what arnis he was to hear. 
The herald, knowing what he was, begun 
To ninible o'r liis heraldry ; which done, 
Told him he was a gentleman of noto, 
And that he had a very glorious coat. 
** Prithee, what is*t?" quoth he, " and take your fees." 
** Sir," says the herald, ** 'tis two rampant trees, 
One couchant ; and, to give it further scopc, 
A ladder passant, and a pendant ro])e. 
And, for a graee unto your blue-coat sleeves, 
Therc is a bii*d i' th' crest that strangles thievea.'' 
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BE NOT A WIT. 



TOM I) URFEY. 




FATIIER, says Dick, coiilil you tnsto tlie delights 
Tlmt niysclf and compaiiions eiijoy at nights, 
Woro you once biit to licar tlie coiuindrums and quib 
The retorts and the puns, tlio lampoons and the libeU 
The rhynics, repctitions, the songs, and the catches, 
Tlie whims and tlie flirts, and the smart witty touches, 
That over the flask we most lovingly vent, 
You would think a whole night most gloriously spent ; 
And wou'd guess by our wit, and the coui-se that we follow, 
We eou'd all he no less than the sons of Aj)ollo. 
Ah I Dick, says the father, take care, I intreat ye, 
Thou'dst bettiT be liangM of the two than he witty ; 
For if thou'rt once thought, hy thy studies and laboui*«, 
To've acquired more wit than the rest of thy neighbours, 
Thou'lt be sneer'd at by fools, and he fearM by thy betters. 
And hunted about by rogues, bailiffs, and setters. 
Thy lodging must Im in some nine-penny garret, 
Thy diink, portei's guzzle nuieh oftener than claret ; 
Thy coat must through all the four seasons be worn, 
Till it's robb'd of its lap like a sheep newly shorn ; 
You niust ahvays seeni pleasant, that is, if you ean, 
Kecp your wits ready prim'd for a flash in the pan : 
\Mien your pockets are empty, your brains must project 
Puns, quibbles, and tales, to supply the defect ; 
That whenever you raeet with a generous chub, 
You may sneak out a jest in the room of your club : 
For a wit is no more than a merry Tom P^ool, 
A satirieal seourger, or a flattering tool. 




SAINT ANTHONY'^ SERMON TO THE FI8HES. 



SANCTA CLAEA. 




AINT ANTHONY at tburch 
% ^Vas k»ft In tljü Uirch, 
8ü hc^ wfnt tu thc iJitcbes 

Thoj wH^^gk^i iheir U\\ht 

lu tili* »im gluneecl tlieir m-alos*. 



Saint Anthony s Sermon to the Fishes. 



The caips, witli tlieir spawn, 

Are all thither drawii ; 

Have opcned thoir jaws, 

Eager for each clause. 
Xo sennon besido 
Ilad the carps so ediiied. 

Sharp-siiouted pikes, 
^V^lO keep fighting like tikes, 
Xow swam up harmoinous 
To hear Saint Antonius. 
No semion beside 
Had the pikes so edified. 



And that very odd fish, 

Who loves fast-days, the cod-fish,- 

The stock-fish, I mcan, — 

At the scimon was seen. 
Xo sermon beside 
llad the cods so edified. 



Good eels and sturgeon, 
Whieh alderaien gorge on, 
Went out of their way 
To hear preaching that day. 
Xo sermon beside 
llad the eels so edified. 



Crabs and turtles also, 
Who always move slow, 
Made haste froni the bottom, 
As if the devil had got 'em. 
Xo sermon beside 
llad the erabs so edified. 



Saint Anthonys Sermon to the Fishes. 



Fish grcftt and fish small, 
Lonls, laekoyj», aud all, 
l^aeh looked at the proacher 
Like a reasonable ereatuiv. 
At (lüirs Word, 
They Anthony honnl. 

The scrmon now ciided. 
Euch turncd and descended , 
The pikcs went on stealing, 
The eels went on celing. 

Mneh delighted werc they, 
Hut ]H'eferred the oM way. 

The crahs aixj haeksliders, 
The stock-fish thick-siders. 
The carps are sharp-set, 
All tlie sennon folget. 

Mueh delighted weiv tliey. 

JJut juefened the old way. 



A JOUUNEV TO EXETEK. 



JOnX <iAY. 




'WAS on thc (lay when city dames repair 
To take tlieir weekly dose of Hido-Park]air ; 
^^^lc» fovtb wc trot : iio cai-ts tlic i-oad iiifest, 
For still un Sundays country horses rest. 
Thy gardeiis, Xensingto», wo leavo iinseen ; 
Throiigh Ilamersmitli jog on to Turnhain -gieon : 
That Tuniham-green, wliich dainty pigoons fed, 
But fecds no niore : for Solomon ^ is dead. 
'l'hree dusty miles reach Brentfonr» tedious town, 
For dirty streets, and wliite-legg'd chickens known : 
Tlience o'er wide 8hrub])y lieatli.s, and furrow'd lanos, 
We come, whoro Tbanios dividos the raoads of Stanes. 
We ferry'd o'or : for lato tlio Wintor's flood 
Shook her frail hridgo, and toro her piles of wood. 
l'i-opar'd for war, uow Bagshot Ifoath wo eross. 
Wlioro broken ganiostoi-s oft ropair tlioir loss. 
At llartloy Kow tho foaming bit wo pro.st, 
Whilo tho fat landlord wolconi'd ov'ry giiost. 
JSupjwr was ondod, hoalths tho glas.sos orown'd, 
Our host oxtoird bis wino at ovVy round, 
Kolatos tho .lusticos' lato niooting thoro, 
How niany bottlos drank, and what thoir cbeor ; 
What lords had boon bis guosts in days of yoro. 
And praised thoir wisdoni muob, thoir drinking nioro. 



A man faniou« für fuediiig pigeons at Turiiham-greeii. 
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Let travellere the morning vigils keep : 
The morning rose, but we lay fast asieep. 
Twelve todious miles we bore the sultry sun, 
And Popham Lane was scarce in sight by one : 
The straggling village harbour'd thicves of old, 
'Twas here the stage-coacli'd lass resign'd her gold ; 
ITiat gold which had in London purchas'd gowns, 
And sent her home a Belle to country towns. 

Sutton we pass, and leave her spacious down, 
And with the setting sun reach Stockbridge town. 
O'er OUT parch'd tongue the rieh metheglin glides, 
And the red dainty trout our knife divides. 
Sad melancholy evVy visage weara ; 
What, no eleetion come in seven long yeare ! 
Of all our race of Mayore, shall Snow* alone 
Be by Sir Bichard's dedication known ? 
Our streets no more with tides of ale shall float, 
Nor cobblera feast three yeare upon one vote. 

Next niom, twelve miles led o*er th* unbounded piain, 
Where the cloak'd shepherd guides bis fleeey train. 
No leafy bow're a noon-day shelter lend, 
Nor fVom the chilly dews at night defend : 
With wondrous art, he counts the stmggling flock, 
And by the sun informs you what's a clock, 
How are our shepherds fall'n from ancient days I 
No Amaryllis chants alternate lays ; 
From her no list'ning echoes learn to sing, 
Nor with bis recd the jocund Valleys ring. 

Ilere sheep the pastui-e hide, there har\'e8ts bciul, 
See Sarum's steeple o'er yon liill asccnd ; 

* Sir Richard Steele, when member for Stockbriilge, wrote a treatise called "'llie 
Iinportance of Dunkirk couöidered," and dedicated it tu Mr. John Snow, Bailiff of 
Stockbridge. 
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Our hoi-ses faiiitly trot heneatli the heat, 
And our keeii stoinachs know tlic hour to eat. 
"NMio call forsako thy walls, and not admii*e 
The pi-oud cathtMlral, and the lofty spire? 
A\liat sempstress haa not proved thy scissara good ? 
Fi*om hence fii-st camo th' intriguing riding-liood. 
Amid three boardhig-schools well stock'd with misses, 
Shall three knight-errants stane for want of kisses?^ 

O'er the green turf ^ the miles slide swift away, 
And Blandford cnds the labours of tlie day. 
The morning rose ; the supper reck'ning paid. 
And our due fees discharged to man and maid, 
The ready ostler near the stirrup Stands, 
And as we mount, our half-pence load his hands. 

Now the steep hill fair Dorehester o'erlooks, 
Border'd by meads, and wash'd by silver brooks. 
Here sleep my two companions, eyes supprest, 
And propt in elbow chairs they snoring rest : 
I weary sit, and with my pencil trace 
Their painful postures, and their eyeless face ; 
Then dedicate eacli glass to some fair name, 
And on the sash the diamond scrawls my flame. 
Now o'er true Roman way our horses sound, 
Graßvius would kneel, and kiss the sacred ground. 
On either side low fertile vallies lie, 
The distant prospects tire the travelling eye. 
Tlirough Bridport's stony lanes our rout we take, 
And the proud steep descend to Morcombe's lake. 
As herses pass*d, our landlord robb'd the pall, 
And with the mournful scutcheon hung his hall. 
On unadulterate wine we here regale, 

* Salisbury wa» the head quarters of cutlery until Rupplanted by Sheffield. In 
the old copy from which this Epistle to the £arl of Burlington is abridged, it is 
thought worthy of attestation in a note that Saliabury actually contained ** three*' 
ladies* schools. 

* Salisbury piain. 
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AimI sitHp tJie lobst er af fiis &i'iirli't luniL 




W'e dinil/d tlie hüls, wht*ij »tarrjf night aiu'ie, 
Arul ÄJEniiu^tor affordü* a k tritt rr|>oar* 



A Journey to Exeter. 



Tlie maid subdu'd by fees, her trunk uiilocks, 
Aiid givcs tbe cleanly aid of dowlas smocks. 
Meantime our sbirts her busy fingers ruh, 
While the soap lathers o'er the fuaming tub. 
We rise, our beards demand the barber's art ; 
A feiuale entei*s, and performs tlje part. 
The weighty golden chain adorns her neck. 
And three gold rings her skilfiil band bedeck : 
fSmooth o'er our chui her easy fingers move, 
Soft as when Venus stroak'd the beard of Jove. 

Now from the steep, 'midst seatter'd farms and groves, 
Our eye through lloniton's fair Valley roves. 
Behind us soon the busy tovvn we leave, 
Where finest lace industrious lasses wcave. 
Now swelling clouds roU'd ou ; the rainy load 
Stream'd down our hats, and snioak'd along the road ; 
"WTien (O blest sight !) a friendly sign we spy'd, 
Our spurs are slacken'd from the horse's side ; 
For sure a civil host the house commands, 
Upou whose sign this courteous motte Stands, — 
** This is the ancient band, and eke the pen ; 
Here is for horses hay, and meat for men." 
How rhymc woidd flourish, did each son of fame 
Kuow bis own genius, and direct bis flame ! 
Tiicn he, that could not Epic flights rehearse, 
Might sweetly mourn in Elegiac verse. 
But were bis Muse for Elegy unfit, 
Perliaps a Distich might not strain bis wit ; 
If Epigram offend, bis harmless lines 
Might in gold letters swing on ale-house signs. 
Then llobbinol might propagate bis bays, 
And Tuttle-fields record liis simple lays ; 
Wliere rhymes like these might Iure the nurses' eyes, 
Wliile gaping infants squall for farthing pies. 
** Treat here, ye shepherds bhthe, your damsels sweet, 
For pies and cheesecakes are for damsels mect." 
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Thcn Maurus in his proper spberc might sliiiic. 
And these proud numbers grace great William's sign ;- 
*' This is the man, this the Nassovian, wlioni 
I named the brave deliverer to eonie."^ 

But uow tbc driving gales suspend tbe rain, 
\Ve mount our steeds, and Dcvon's city gain, 

Hail, bappy nativc land ! ^but I forbear 

"WTiat otber Countic« must with cuvy bear. 

* Blackmore*8 " Prince Arthur," Book V. 




BAD AUTHOKa 



f/*i-W '^^■'1 • ^^*"* ^1^'' *I*i*>T', pMn} Anhn ! frtlJgnod I NiM ; 
^' Tie ü[i ll*«' kruwkor* my Vm t<M.'k, Im dead. 
The dog-Rlur rogfi* ! niiy* '(i« piist a doiibt. 
All Beillnm* or i^nrnasiiiif^* i?* let out ; 
Fire in eat-h t*3't\ and [i»pot*H in vnch liiind, 
Thej FÄFP^ r*tiltt% an«! maddt'^ri roiintl Iho lurid. 

^Imt wnll» rnn f^ti/HHJ me, or wliat »harlo« ciui liide? 
Tlipv pioiTi* III V tliiekots, througlj tnj jE^tj! fliej glidt*. 
Bj lantl, l>v wat^r, ihcy ronew tho clmi-gc ; 
Tliey fitop llie elmriüt. and tl u*y htmrd tlii! ljar|fL% 
Ko placi? i» safixnl, not tlit* elunt^h u^ frec^ 
Ä7 
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Ev'ii Sunday sliiiie« iio Sabhath day to ino : 

Then froni tlic mint walks forth tlio man of rhynio, 

Ilappy I to catch nie — -just at dinncr tinio. 

Is there a parson, much l)omnsM in l)oor, 
A mamllin j>oetoss, a rhyming ])oer, 
A clerk, foredoomM liis fathor's soul to cros», 
Wlio pcns a stauza, wlion ho should onijross ? 
Is there, who, lockM from ink and papor, scrawls 
With desperate eharcoal round Ins darken'd walls ? 
All fly ttf Twit'nam, and in InmdJe strain 
Apply to me, to keep theni mad or vain. 
Arthur, whose giddy son neglects tlie laws, 
ImputeB to me and my damn'd works thc cause : 
Poor Comus sees his frantic wife elope, 
And curses wit, and poetry, and Pope. 

Friend to my life ! (whicli did you not prolong, 
The World had wanted many an idle song), 
What drop or nostrum can this plague remove ? 
Or what must end me, a füor» wrath or love ? 
A dire dilemma ! eitlier way I'm sped ; 
If foes they >\Tite, if frieuds, they read me dead. 
Seiz'd and ty'd down to judge, how ^Tetehed I ! 
Who can't be silent, and who will not lie : 
To laugh, were want of goodnesa and of grace ; 
And to be grave, exceeds all power of face. 
I sit with sad civil ity ; I read 
With honest anguish, and an aching head ; 
And drop at last, but in unwilling eai*s, 
This saving counsel, " Keep your piece nine years.*' 
" Nine years !" cries he, who, high in Dniry Lane, 
Luird by soft zeph}TS through the broken pane, 
Rhymes e'er he wakes, and prints before term ends, 
Oblig'd by hunger, and rcquest of friends : 
" The piece, you think, is incorrcct? Why take it ; 
I'm all Submission ; what you*d have it, niake it."' 

63 



Bad Authors. 



Thrce things another*s inodcst wisliea bound, 
My friondship, and a prologue, and ten pound. 

Pitholeon scnds to mc : " You know bis grace ; 
I want a patron : ask bim for a place/' 
Pitboleon libeird mo — " But bere'a a letter 
Infonns you, sir, 'twas wbon bc knew no bettcr. 
Dare you refuse bim ? Curll invitos to dinc, 
He'U write a Journal, or bo'll turn divine." 

Bless me ! a packet. — " 'Tis a stranger sues, 
A virgin tragedy, an orpban muso." 
If I dislike it, ** furies, deatb, and rage ! " 
If I approve, *' Commend it to tbe stage." 
Tliere (tbank my stars), my wbole commission enda, 
Tbe playei"» and I aro luckily no friends. 
Fir'd tbat tbe bouae reject bim, ** \Sdeatb ! I'll print it. 
And sbame tbe fools — Yom* interest, sir, witb Lintot." 
" Lintot, dull rogue ! will tbink your price too mucli :" 
" Not, »ir, if you reviae it, and retoucb." 
All my demurs but double bia attacks : 
At last be wbispers, " Do ; and wo go anacka." 
Glad of a quan^el, straigbt I clap tbe door ; 
" Sir, let me see your works and you no niore.*' 




WORMS. 

ALEXANDER POPE.' 

OW much, cgregious Moore, aro wo 
Deceiv'd by shows and forms ? 
Wliate'er we think, whatc'er we see, 
All human race aro womis. 



Man is a vcry worm by birth, 

Froud reptile, vile and vain, 
Awhilo be crawls upon tbo carth, 

Then Bhrinks to carth again. 

That woman is a worm, wo find, 

E'er ftince our grannum's evil ; 
She firat convers'd with her own kind, 

Tliat ancient worm, tho Devil. 

The fops are painted butterflies, 

That fluttcr for a day ; 
First from a worm they took their rise, 

Then in a worm decay. 

The flatterer an ear-wig grows, 

Somc Worms suit all conditions ; 
Misers are muek-worms ; silk-worms, beaus, 

And death-watches, physicians. 

' Th!R poem wax addressed " To the Ingenious Mr. Moore, Author of the Cele- 
brated Worm-Powder." 
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That statesmcn liave a wonii, is »ecn 

By all thcir wiiiding play ; 
Their coiiscience is a worm within, 

That giiaws them night aml day. 

Ah, Moore I thy skill were well eniplovM, 

And greater gain would rise 
If tliou eouUrst niake the courtier void 

The woi-ni tliat never dies. 



Thou only eanst our fate adjourn 
Some few »hört years, no more ; 

K'en Button's wita to wornis shall turn, 
"NMiü niaggots were before. 




TUE SPLEXDID SHILLING. 

JOHN PHILIPS. 

APPY the man who, void of cares and strife, 
In silken or in leatliern pnrse retains 
A Splendid Shilling ! he nor hears with pain 
New oystei-s cried, nor sighs for cheerful ale ; 
But with hia friends, whcu nightly miflts arisc, 
To Juniper's Magpie, or Town-Hall * repairs ; 
Where, mindful of thc nymph, whose wanton eye 
Tranafix'd hi8 soul, and kindled amoroiLü flames, 
Chloe, or Phillis ; he eaeh circling glass 
Wisheth her health, and joy, and equal love. 
Meauwhile, he smokes, and laughs at nierry tale 
Or pun amhiguous, or conundrum quaint : 
But I, whoni griping penury surrounds, 
And hunger, »ure attendant upon want, 
With scanty olfalä and small acid tilf 
(Wretched repastl) my meagre coi-pse sustaiii, 
Then solitary walk, or doze at honie 
In garrct vile, and with a wanning puff 
Kegalc chiird fingers, or froni tube as black 
As winter-chimney or vveIl-i)uli»hM jet 
Kxhale mundungus. ill j)erfuniing scent ! 
Not blacker tube, nor of a shorter size, 
Sniokes Carabro-Briton (versed in pedigree, 
»Sprung fix>ni Cadwallader and Arthur, kings 

' Two noted alebouses at Oxford in 1 700. 
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High overehadowing rides, with a design 

To vend his wares, or at th' Arvonian mart 

Or Maridunum, or the ancient town 

Ycleped Brechinia, or where Vaga's stream 

Encircles Ariconium, fruitful soil ! 

WTience flow neetareous wines, that well may vie 

With Massic, Setin, or rcnown'd Falem. 

Thus, while my joyless minutes tedious flow, 
With looks demure and silent pace, a Dun, 
Horrihle monster ! hated by gods and men, 
To my acrial citadel aseends. 
With vocal hoel thrice thundering at my gato, 
With hideous accent thrice he ealls. I know 
The voiee ill-boding, and the solemn sound. 
What should I do, or whither tum ? Amazed, 
Confounded, to the dark recess I fly 
Of wood-hole. Straight my bristling haira ereet 
Through sudden fear, a eh Uly sweat bedews 
My shuddoring limbs, and (wonderful to teil !) 
My tongue forgets her faculty of speech ; 
So horrible he seems ! His faded brow, 
Intrench'd with many a frown, and conic beard, 
And spreading band, admired by modern saints, 
Disastrous acts forbode. In bis right band 
Long scrolls of paper solemnly he waves, 
With charactera and figures dire inscribed, 
Grievous to mortal eyes : (yo Gods ! avert 
Such plagues from righteous men !) Behind hini stalks 
Another monster not unlike himself, 
SuUen of aspect, by the vulgär call'd 
A Catchpole, whose polluted bands the gods 
With force incredible and magic chamis 
Erst have endued : if he his ample palm 
Should haply on ill-fated Shoulder lay 
Of debtor, straight his body, to the touch 
Obsequious, (as whilom knights were wont) 
To some enchanted Castle is convey'd, 
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Where gates imprcgnablc and coercivc chains 
In durance strict detain him, tili, in form 
Of Money, Pallas sets the cai)tive free. 

Beware, ye Debtors ! when ye walk, beware, 
Be circumspect ; oft with insidious kcu 
This caitiiF eyes your stops aloof, and oft 
Lies perdue in a nook or gloomy cave, 
Prompt to enehant sonie inadvertent wrctch 
With bis unballow'd touch. So, jwets sing, 
Grimalkin, to domestic vermin sworn 
An everlasting foo, with watchful eye 
Lies nightly brooding o'er a ehinky gap, 
Protending her feil claws, to thoughtless mice 
Sure min ; so her disembowelFd web 
Arachne in a hall or kitchen spreads, 
Obvious to vagrant flies ; she secret Stands 
Withm her woven cell ; the humming prey, 
Kegardless of their fate, rush on the toils 
Inextricable, nor will aught avail 
Their arts or arms, or shapes of lovely hue : 
The wasp insiihous and the buzzing drone, 
And butterfly, proud of expanded wings 
Distinct with gold, entangled in her snares, 
Useless resistance make : with eager strides 
Slie towering flies to her expected spoils ; 
Then, with envenom'd jaws the vital blood 
Drinks of reluctant foes, and to her cave 
Their bulky carcasses triumphant drags. 

So pass my days ; but when nocturna! shades 
This World envelope, and th' inclement ab 
Persuades men to repel benummmg frosts 
With pleasant wines, and crackling blaze of wood ; 
Me, lonely sitting, nor the glimmering light 
Of make-weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving friend delights ; distress'd, forlom, 
Amidst the horrors of the tedious night 
Darkhng I sigh, and feed with dismal thoughU 



m 



TTTK WATER CVUK. 



\\i\.\A KM nAnmso?f, 



hi^Lll'Li, , ' 



* I*SS Mollv, Ji thruM Ttmst, vras fiiir ainil yt^tniiTf, 

Frt»ui niftn* ti> iiij^hr, tli* oU>miii liirnrti ruti* 
Wlik}) aftcii lu«t tbtk^* hi'wrU bei* i*\'v^ hüd won. 



»Sir Jnliij was i^niitttTi* und (^üiifoi^sM Ijim fljimi*^ 
Sigh'd fiut tlie ustial tum% tlieti wchI tlie dfitmt ; 
FoÄ)WF^"4, ho tliought, <if fv*rj joy of lifo: 
But bin deai* Mnlly jirnvM a Vfi'v wifc* 
Kxecf^a of f<>iidncf*t4 did hi fiiiie dcrlinf ; 
Mjidimi lo*'d inoncy, and ihv kiiigbt lov'ii wii>e; 
Fmni wbe!it.t* soitju f>c^ttv tb^f^tnl wtnM i\rhi\ 
Ah ** Yon*n' fk fiml ! '* and. *' Voti nw inii^lity wim? 
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Thougb he, and all the world, allowM her wit, 
Her voice was shrill, and rather loud than sweet ; 
When she began, for hat and sword he'd call, 
Then, after a faint kiss, cry, " B'ye, dear Moll : 
Supper and friends expect me at the Rose." 
" And what, Sir John, you'll get jour usual dose ! 
Go, stink of smoke, and guzzle nastj wine : 
Sure, never virtuous love was us'd like mine ! '* 

Ofi as the watchful bellman march'd his round, 
At a fresh bettle, gay Sir John he found. 
By four the knight would get his business done, 
And only then reel'd off — ^because alone. 
Füll well he knew the dreadfiil storm to come ; 
But arm'd with Bourdeaux, he durst venture home. 

My lady with her tongue was still prepar'd, 
She rattlcd loud, and he, impatient, heard : 
" 'Tis a fine hour I in a sweet pickle made ! 
And this, Sir John, is every day the trade. 
Here I sit moping all the live long night, 
Devour'd with spieen, and stranger to delight ; 
'Till morn sends staggering home a drunken beast, 
Resolv'd to break my heart as well as rest." 

" Hey ! hoop ! d'ye hear my curs'd obstreperous spouse ? 
"WTiat, can't ye find one bed about the house ? 
Will that perpetual clack lie never still ? 
That rival to the softness of a mill I 
Some coueh and distant room must bc my choiee, 
Where I may sleep uncurs'd with wife and noise." 

Long this imcomfortable life thcy led, 
With snarling meals, and eaeh a separate bed. 
To an old uncle oft she would complain, 
Beg his advice, and scarce from tears refrain. 
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01(1 Wisewood smok'd the mattor as it was ; 

" Cheer up," cry'd he, ** and I'll rcmove the cause. 

A wond'roas spring within mv garden flows, 

Of sovereign virtue, chicfly to compose 

Domestic jars, and matrimonial strife ; 

The best elixir t' appease man and wife : 

Strange are th' efFects ; the qiialities divine ; 

'Tis water call'd, but worth its weight in wine. 

If in his sullen airs Sir John should corae, 

Three spoonfuls take, hold in your mouth — then mum ; 

Smile, and look pleaaM, when he shall rage and scold ; 

Still in your mouth the healing cordial hold ! 

One month this sympathetie med'cin try'd, 

He'll gi-ow a lover ; you a happy bride. 

But, dearest niece, keep this grand secret closo, 

Or every prattling hussy'll beg a dose." . 

A water bottle's brought for her relief ; 
Not Nantz could sooner ease the lady's grief. 
Her busy thoughts are on the trial beut, 
And female like, impatient for th' event. 

The bonny knight reels homc exceeding clear, 
Prepar'd for clamour and domestic war ; 
Entering, he cries, *' Hey ! where's our thunderer fled I 
No hurricane ! Betty, 's your lady dead ?" 
Madam, aside, an amplc mouthful takes, 
Curt'sies, looks kind, but not a word she speaka : 
Wondering, he stares, scarcely his eyes believ'd, 
But found his ears agreeably deceiv'd. 
" Why how now, Molly, what's the crotchet now ?" 
She smiles, and answere only with a bow. 
Then, clasping her about, " Why let me die ! 
These night cloatha, Moll, become thee mightily I " 
With that he sigh'd, her band began to press. 
And Betty calls her lady to undress. 



The Water Cure. 



For many days thow foiid oudeannciits past, 
Tho reconciling bottle falls at laHt ; 
'Twa» used and gwiie. Tlien niidiiight fitornis an)se. 
And looks and words tlic union diseoniiww. 
ITor coaeh is onlcrM, and |)ost Imsto slie flies, 
To bog lior uncle for »onie frcsli supplios : 
TraiisjM)rttHl does tlie stränge eifeets ivlnte. 
Her kiiiglit'» eonversion, and her happy State. 

** Wliy nieee," say8 he, " I pr'ythee appn?hen(K 
The water'« water — Ik* thyself the fi*ieiid. 
Such heauty wouUl the cuUlest hiunlMind warm ; 
But your pi*ovoking tongue undoes the ehann : 
IJe HÜent, and eomj»lying : yoii'H »oon find, 
Sir John without a incdVine will he kind.'* 




THE TINKEK AND (rLA^CIKU. 



WILLIAM llAllliriffiX. 




wo thirsty mJuU met tm u mUiry <kr, 

Om* Glazicr Dick, tfio othor Tom Üit» Tiuki'r; 
ßülh Willi light iitinn'Hv Imt mth «|fintji |;piy ; 
Ami haM it wcnr to tiainr thc »tuniicÄl diinkcM". 
TKdr a!e llioj^ quafr^J ; 

TItAt tr^\e w^A wontTruiu «Icsd* 



The Tinker and Glazier. 



The Landlord's eye, bright as his sparkling ale, 
GlistenM to see them the brown pitcher hiig ; 

For ev'ry jest, and song, and merry tale, 

Had this blithe ending — " Bring us t'other mug." 

Now Dick the Glazier feels his bosora bum, 
To do his friend, Tom Tinker, a good tum ; 
And, where the heart to friendship feels inclin'd, 
Occasion seldom loiters long behind. 

The kettle, gaily singing on the fire, 
Gives Dick a hint, just to his heart's desiro : 
And, while to draw more ale the Ijandlonl gocs, 
Dick, in the ashes, all the water thh)ws ; 
Then puts the kettle on the fii*e again. 
And at the Tinker winks, 
As ** Trade's success ! " he drinks, 
Nor doubts the wish'd success Tom will obtain. 
Our Landlord ne'er could such a toast withstnnd ; 
So, giving eaeh kind customer a band, 
llis friendship, too, display'd. 
And drank — ** Success to trade !" 

But, O how pleasure vanish'd from his eye, 

How long and rueful his round visage grew, 
Soon as he saw the kettle's bottom fly. 
Solder the only fluid he could view ! 
He rayM, he caperM, and he swore, 
And cursed the kettle's body o'er and o'er, 
** Come ! come !" says Dick, " fetch us, my friend, more ale; 

All trades, you know, must live : 
Let's drink — * May trade with none of üb, e'er fail ! ' 

The Job to Tom, then, give ; 
And, for the ale he drinks, our lad of mettle, 
Take my word for it, soon will mend your kettle." 
The Landlord yields ; but hopes 'tis no offence, 
To curse the trade, that thrives at his expence. 
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Tom undeitakes tlio job ; to work he goes ; 
And just coucludes it, with the ev'niug*s close. 
Souls so congenial liad frionds Tom and Piek, 
Eaeh might he fairl y eallM a loving brother ; 
Thought Tom, to serve my friend I know a triek. 
And one good turn in truth deserves another I 
Out now he sHly slips, 
\\\\i not a Word he said. 
Tlie plot was in his head. 
And ofF he nimbly tiips. 

Swift to tlie neighb'ring ehureh his way he takes ; 
Nor in the (hirk, 
Misses his mark, 
But ev'ry panc of glass lie quickly breaks. 
Baek as he goes, 
Jlis bosom glows, 
To think how gieat will be his friend Dick 's joy, 
At getting so mueh excellent employ. 
Return'd, he beekoning, draws his fiiend aaide, 

Importauce in his face, 
And to Diek's ear his mouth applied. 
Thus briefly states the case. — 
** Dick ! I may givc you joy, you*re a made man ; 
I'vc done your business most eomplete, my friend : 
I'm ofFI — the devil may catch me, if he can, 

Eaeh window of the church you've got to mend ; 
Ingratitude's worst curse my head befall, 
If, for your sake, I havc not broke them all ! '' 

Tom with surprize, sees Pick turn pale, 
\Vho deeply sighs— ** 0,1a!" 
Then drops his under jaw, 
And all his pow'rs of utt'ranco fall : 
\Vhile horror in hia ghastly face, 
And bursting eye-balls, Tom can tracc ; 
Whose gympathetic musclcs, just and true, 



The Tinker and Glazier. 



Share with his heart, 
Dick's unkuown smart, 
And two such phizzcs ne'er met mortal view. 
At length, fricnd Dick his speech rogain'd. 
And 80011 the mystcry explain'd — 

" You have, indced, my business done ! 

And I, as weil as you, must run : 

For let nie act the best I can, 

Tom ! Tom I I am a ruin'd man. 
Zounds ! zounds ! this piece of friendship costs mo dear, 
I always mend church Windows — hy the year!^^ 



EPIGKAM. 



MATTHEW PRIOR. 



Yks, every poet is a fool, 

By domonstration Ned can show it : 
Happy, could Ned's inverted rule 

Prove evcry fool to Ikj a poet. 
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THE TiriEF AKD COKÜELlEIi, 



IIATTUKW vma«. 




IK) hoa e*or boeii ut Paria musf no^ln know tlie Greiff* 
The fntfti rctrcat of iL' iinfortiinnk' bravo, 
MTji.^re houour and juRliee luoRt tKlillv foiitriKiiti* 
Ti> ea^i' lif^roei^' jiiiinR hy a Kalter mul .tril*^M?f . 



There eleath bri'iik^ tlie i^Uacklei^ whk'h f<in?e had jait nn, 
AaJ thc hangnian tioniiilek^ wlmt tlic judj^e bat In^giui ; 
Tljt'ro tbo Sqaii't' of tbo Päd and fhi* Kniglit uf ibe Fost. 
Find ihoir pains no mort- balkM, and Üu*jr I*oj»es no mnrp crossM. 



Great claim» an? tlietv maUe, arnl grt*at nt^ci'otB an* knnwn. 
And ihc king. aml tb(' law, nnd lite thicft ha^ \m tmn : 
But iiTj brarei^ cry mit, *' \\*hat a di'H€f* dta^t tlioti ad ? 
Cut üff tliv n5<!eciM>nii. jind jrive u» tby laK%" 

es 



ifl 



ä 



T^he Thief and Cordelier. 



'Twa» there then, iu civil respect to hai-sh laws. 
And for want of false witness to back a bad cause, 
A Norman, though late, was obliged to appcar, 
And who to asaist, but a grave Cordelier? 

Tlie Squire, whose good grace was to open tbe scene, 
Seeni'd not in great haste that the sliow should begin ; 
Now fitted tlie lialter, now traversed the eart, 
And oftcn took leave, but was loath to depart. 

" What fnghtens you thus, my good son?" says the priest, 
" You murderM, are sorry, and have been confess'd." 
** O Father ! my soitow will scarce save niy bacon, 
For 'twaa not that I niurder'd, but that 1 was taken." 

** Pugh ! pr'ythee ne*er trouble thy head with such fancies ; 
Rely on the aid you shall have frora Saint Francis ; 
If the money you promised be brought to the ehest, 
You have only to die : let the Church do the rest. 

** And what will folks say if they see you afraid ? 
It reflects upon nwj, as I knew not my trade : 
Courage, friend, for to-day is your period of sorrow, 
And things will go better, believe me, to-morrow." 

** To-morrow !" our hero replied, in a fright, 
** He that's hang'd before noon, ought to think of to-night." 
** Teil your beads," quoth the priest, ** and be fairly truss'd up, 
For you surely to-night shall in Paradise sup." 

** Alas!" quoth the Squire, " howe'er sumptuous the treat, 
Parbleu, I shall have little stomach to eat ; 
I should therefore esteem it great favour and grace, 
Would you be so kind as to go in my place." 

*' That I would," quoth the Father, ** and thank you to boot, 
But our actions, you know, with our duty must suit : 

8« 



The Thief and Cordelier. 



The feast I proposed to you I cannot taste, 

For this night, by our Order, is mark'd for a fast." 

Then turniiig about to the liangman, he said, 

" Dispatch me, I pr'ythee, this troublesome blade ; 

For thy cord and luy cord both equally tie, 

And we live by the gold for whieh other men die." 



A GLVNT WIIALER. 



^^^LLIAM kino. 




IS angle-rod niade of a sturdy oak, 
His Une a cable, whicli in storms ne*er broke, 
His hook he baitcd with a dragon's tail, 
And säte upon a rock, and hohb'd for v^hafe. 




Ä LADY'S DIÄEY. 



JONATHAN' fiWlFT. 



V Nottire tum J t^ plajf thc rako well, 
(Aa we shall äIiow joii in the 8t?q^uel) 
Tlu* mcxleni domo m waked b^y rmciii, 
(8i>nie ttufiiors kav not quiU? ao scKin) 

BouaiiJii', tliuiigh sore Agoinst her will, 

8he mt üU nijüjlit np nt quadriMc* : 




A Ladys Diary. 



8he Stretches, gapcs, unglucs her eyes. 

An J asks if it be time to rise ? 

Of heodach and the spieen coraplains, 

And then, to cool her heatcd brains, 

Her nightgown and her slip|)ers brought her, 

Takes a large dram of citron water : 

Then to her glass ; and, ** Betty, pray 

Don't I look frightfully to-day ? 

But was it not confounded liard? 

Well, if I ever touch a card ! 

Four matadoi-es, and lose codille ! 

Depend upon 't, I never will. 

But iiin to Tom, and bid hini fix 

The ladies here to-night by six." 

** Madiini, the goldsniith waits below ; 

lle says bis business is to know 

If you1l redeem the silver cup 

lle keeps in pawn?" " Wliy, show hini up."- 

** Your dressing-plate he'll be content 

To takc for interest cent, per cent. 

And, madani, there's my Lady Spade 

Hath sent this letter by her maid.'' 

** Well, I reniemlKT what she won ; 

And hath she sent so soon to dun ? 

Here, can-y down those ton pistoles 

My husband left to pay for coals : 

I thank niy stai-s they all are light, 

And I may have revenge to-night." 



Now, loitering o'er her tea and cream, 
She entei*» on her usual theme, 
Her last night*8 ill success repeats, 
Calls Lady Spade a hundred cheats : 
*' She slipp*d Spadillo in her breast, 
Then thought to tum it to a jest : 
There's Mrs. Cut and she combine, 
And to each other give the sign." 
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A Ladfs Diary. 



Through every game pursue» her tale, 
Like hunters o'er theii' eveuiug ale. 

Now to another seene give place. 
Enter the folks with silks and lace ; 
Fresh matter for a world of ehat ; 
Kight Indian tliis, right Mechlin that. 
" Obeerve this pattern ; tbere's a stuff ! 
I can have customers enough. 
Dear madam ! you ai'e grown so hard : 
Tbis lace is wortb twelve poiinda a-yard. 
Madam, if tliere be truth in man, 
I never sold so cheap a fan." 

Thiö business of importance o'er, 
And madam almost dresa'd by four, 
The footman, in bis usual phrafie, 
Comes up with, " Madam, dinner stays.'* 
She answers in her usual style, 
** The cook must keep it back a while : 
I never can have time to dress ; 
No woman breathing takes up less : 
I'm hurried so it makes me sick ; 
I wish the diimer at Old Nick." 

At table now she acts her pai-t, 
Has all the dinner cant by heart. 
*' I thought we were to diiie alone 
My dear ! for sm'e, if I had known 
This Company would come to-day — 
But really 'tis n)y spouse's way. 
Ile's so unkind he never sends 
To teil when he invites bis friends. 
I wish you may but have enough — '' 
And while with all this paltry stufF 
She sits tormenting every guest, 
Nor gives her tongue one moment^s rest. 
In phrases batter'd, stale, and trite. 



A Ladfs Diary. 



Which modern ladies call polite, 
You see the booby husband sit 
In admiration at her wit. 

Bat, let nie now a while survcy 
Our madam oVr her evening tea, 
Surrounded with her noisy clans 
Of pnides, coquettes, and harridans ; 
WTien, frighted at the clamorous crew, 
Away the god of silence flew, 
And fair Discretion left the plaee. 
And Modesty, with blushing face. 
Now cnterft overweening Pride, 
And Scandal, ever gaping wide, 
Hypocrisy with frown severe, 
Scurrility with gibing air, 
Bude Laughter, seeming like to burst, 
And Malice, always judging worst, 
And Vanity, with pocket-glass, 
And Impudence, with front of brass, 
And studied Affeetation came, 
Each limb and feature out of frame, 
While Tgnorance, with brain of lead, 
Flew hovering o'er each female head. 

WTiy should I ask of theo, my Muse, 
An hundred tongues, as poet« use, 
When, to give every dame her due, 
An hundred thousand were too few ? 
Or how should I, alas ! relate 
The suni of all their senseless prate, 
Their inuendos, hints, and slanders, 
Their meanings lewd, and double entendres ? 
Now comes the general scandal charge, 
^^^lat some invent the rest enlarge ; 
And, " Madam, if it be a lie, 
You have the tale as cheap as I : 
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A Ladys Diary. 

I must conceal my author's name, 
But now 'tis known to common famo." 

Say, fooHsh females ! bold and bliiicl, 
Say, by what fatal turn of mind 
Are you on vices moat ftcvore 
Whercin yoursclvcs have greatost sharo ? 
Thus every fool hereelf deludes, 
The prüde condemns tlie absent prüdes : 
WTiile crooked Cynthia sneering says 
That Florimel weara iron stays : 
Chloe, of every coxcomb jealous, 
Admires how girls can talk with fellows ; 
And, füll of Indignation, frets 
That women Bhould be such coquettes : 
Iris for scandal most notorious, 
Cries, Lord ! tho world is so eensorious ! 
And Bufa, with her combs of lead, 
Whispers that Sappho's hair is red : 
Aura, whoßo tongue you hear a milc hence, 
Talks half a day in praise of silence : 
And Sylvia, füll of inward guilt, 
Calls Amoret an arrant jilt. 

Now voices over voices rise, 
While each to be the loudest vios ; 
They contradict, affirm, dispute, 
No Single tongue one moment mute : 
All mad to speak, and none to hearkcn, 
They set the very lap-dog barking ; 
Their chattering makes a louder diu 
Than fifihwives o*er a cup of gin ; 
Not schoolboys at a barring-out 
Kaised ever such incessant rout ; 
The jumbling partieles of matter 
In chaos made not such a clatter ; 
Far less the rabble roar and rail, 
Wlien drunk with sour election-ale. 



A Ladys Diary. 



Xur do tliey imst their tongiie Äloni\ 
But spmk a liiiTguagü nf thoir own : 




Fiir bettcr tfmn a |>iinliHl hwuV : 



Htf 



A Ladfs Diary. 



Convej a libel in a frowii^ 
And wink a reputation down ; 
Or, by the tossing of a fan, 
Dcscribe the lady and the man. 

But sec, the femalc elub dinbands, 
Each twenty visite on her hands. 
Now all alone poor madam sits 
In vapours and hysteric fits : 
" And was not Tom this morning sent ? 
I'd lay my lifo he never went. 
Fast six, and not a living soul ! 
I might by this have won a vole." 
A dreadiiil inten-al of spieen ; 
How shall WC pass the time between ? 
" Ilere, Betty, let me take my drops ; 
And feel my pulse ; I know it stops. 
This head of mine, Lord, how it swims ! 
And such a pain in all my limbs ! " 

" Dear madam ! try to take a nap'' 

But now they hear a footman's rap : 
" Go run, and light the ladies up. 
It must be one beforc we sup." 

The table, cards, and counters »et, 
And all the gamester ladies met, 
Her spieen and fits recover'd quite, 
Our madam can sit up all night. 
" WTioever comes, I'm not within :'* — 
Quadrille's the word, and so begin. 

How can the Muse her aid impai-t, 
Unskill*d in all the terms of art ! 
Or in harmonious numbers put 
The deal, the shuffle, and the cut ? 
The superstitious whims relate, 
That fill a female gamester's pate ? 



A Ladys Diary. 



What agoiiy of soul »he feels 

To see a knave's inverted heels ? 

Slie draws up card by card, to find 

Good Fortune pceping from behind ; 

With panting heart and earnest eyes, 

In hope to »ee Spadillo rise : 

In vain, alas ! her hope is fed ; 

She draws an ace, and sces it red. 

In ready counters never pays, 

But pawns her snuff-box, rings, and keys : 

Ever with some new fancy stnick, 

Tries twenty charnis to niend her hick. 

" This niorning, when the pai*son came, 

I said I should not win a ganie. 

This odious chair, how came I stuck in't ? 

I think I never had good luck in't. 

I'm so uneasy in my stays : 

Your fan a monient, if you please. 

Stand further, girl, or get you gone ; 

1 always lose when you look on." 

" Lord ! madani, you have lost codille ; 

I never saw you play so ill." 

** Nay, nmdam, give lue leave to say 

'Twas you that threw the gaine away ; 

When I^ady Tricksey play*d a four, 

You took it with a niatadore. 

I saw you touch your w^edding-ring 

IJefore niy Lady callM a Kuig ; 

You spoke a word began with II, 

And 1 know whoni you nieant to teach, 

Because you held the King of Ilearts. 

Fie ! madam, leave these little arts.'* 

** That's not so bad as one that rubs 

Her chair to call the King of Clubs, 

And makes her partner understand 

A matadore is in her band." 

** Madam, you have no cause to flounce ; 
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I swear I saw you Üirice renounoc/' 

** And truljy madam, I know whcn 

Instead of ^Ye, you scored mc tcu. 

Spadillo hei-o haa got a mark, 

A child may know it in thc dark : 

I guc88 thc hand ; it scldom fails ; 

I wisli sonie folks would pai*e their naila/' 

Whilo tlnis they rail, and scold, and stomi, 
It passes but for common form ; 
And conscious that they all speak truc, 
They givc cach otlier but their due ; 
It never interrupts thc game, 
Or makes thcm sensible of shame. 

The time, too precious now to waste, 
And supper gobbled up in haste, 
Again afresh to cards they run, 
As if they had but just begun. 
But I shall not again repeat 
How oft they squabble, snarl, and chcat. 
At last they hear the watchnian knock, 

" A frosty mom past four o'clock." 

The chairmen are not to bc found ; 
" Come, Ict US play the other round." 

Now all in haste they huddle on 
Their hoods and cloaks, and gct thcm gone ; 
But first thc winner must invite 
The Company to-morrow night. 

Unlueky madam, left in teai*s, 
(Who now again quadrillc forswears) 
With empty pursc, and acliing hend, 
Stcals tu her slceping spouse to bed. 



Ort 




A LnVE 80KG, IN THE .MrKmRN TASTE. 



|*KA\ HWIFT* 




LL'TTEHINGt Bpn^ml llrj purple [iimonn. 

I a bIhtü ui thj (lomiiitan^ ; 
Na füre miist j^irr wjiy tf> ftrf. 



Mild Ai'cadlftns, ever blcK^ningn, 

Se<? my wearj daj^ cüiisumiing 
AU heiicnth yon flüwor)' n»<»ks. 



Tliu^ tliL* t'ypnaTi GuJduas, weeping, 
MouniM Adtmis, darling yaiith ; 



A Love Song. 



Ilim the boar, in silence ci-eepiiig, 
Gored with unrelenting tootli. 

Cynthia, tune liarmonious nunibers ; 

Fair Discretion, string the lyre : 
Soothe my ever-waking slumbers : 

Bright Apollo, lend thy ehoir. 

Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
Arm'd in adaniantinc chains, 

T^ead ma to the erystal miirors 
Watering soft Elysian plains. 

Mouniful cypress, verdant willow, 
Gilding my AureliaV brows, 

Morpheus, hovering o'er my pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying vowr. 

Melancholy, smooth Meander, 
Swifitly purling in a round, 

()n thy margin lovers wander, 

With thy flowery chaplets crownM. 

Thus, when Philomela, drooping, 
Softly seeks her silent mate, 

See the bird of Juno stooping ; 
Melody resigna to fate. 




THE MERRY SOAP-BOII^R, 



FROM THK rtKIOtAK OK FEKf^EntCK lIArtEDOHJfJ 



TtlAN'SL\TKfl TIV K, 'l^*. TAVLOTL 



STIC.4DY und a skilful toilcr, 
Jolin got hh hroad m ti ö*>o|i*boi(er, 
KiirDed all Ue wis^LetL }m fit^ni't wn% Ugfit. 
He workcci atid »ang tVoni moin tili mghi. 

EV»ii (luriiäu: meiils bli* not**?* were fieard, 

Au*1 to liis botn* wen* ufl pn^fi'iitHl : 




' Bor» in UAiiiburgh lu iT08s studiuil Inw> auU in 17i9 he came to Eofknc) aa 
•«cretury of tlic Dufilnli LegAlii»u, and inade him^^elf nuiiti^r ot' our lan^iitigc, Iti 
1733 In* wfts rt[)p«iiitcil s^irutarv uf tbi? Eii^ltsh ^Hnon- al ÜÄmburgti, nud m l"54 
lie ilietl *uddiiuh% 
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The Merry Soap-boiler, 



At bi'eakfoüt, aud at ^upiier, too, 

llis throat had double work to do : 

He oftener sang than said liis prayers, 

And dropped asleep wliile liumming airs : 

Until bis very next door neighlH)ur, 

lla<l learneil the tiines that cbeered liis labur. 

And every passer-by could teil 

Wherc merry John was wont to dwell. 

At reading hc was rather slack, 

Studied at most the abnanac, 

To know when holy daya were nigh. 

And put bis little savings by ; 

But sang the more on vacant days, 

To waste the k^s liis nieans and ways. 

'Tis always well to live and learn. 

The owner of the soap concern — 

A fat and wealthy burgomaster, 

AMio drank bis hock, and snioked bis knaster. 

At marketing was always apter 

Than any prelate in the chapter, 

And thought a pheasant in sour kiout 

Superior to a Turkey-poult ; 

But woke at times before daybreak 

With heart-bum, gout, or liver ache — 

Oft heard our sky-lark of the garret, 

Sing to bis slumber, but to mar it. 

He sent for John one day and said, 

** AVhat's your year's ineome frora your trade ?" 

** Master, I never thought of counting 
To what my earnings are amounting 
At the ycar's end : if every Monday 
Pve paid my meat and drink for Sunday, 
And soraething in the box unspent 
Remains for ftiel, coals, and rent. 



The Merry Soap-boiler. 



Tve husbandeil the needful scot. 
And fet'l quite easy with my lot. 
The maker of the almanac 
Must, like your worship, kiiow iio lack, 
Else a red letter earidess day 
Would oftencr be stnick away.'' 

** John, youVe beon long a faithful fellow, 
Though always merry, seldom mellow. 
Take this rouleaii of fifty dollars, 
My purses glibly slip their collars ; 
But, beforc breakfast let this singing 
Xü longor in my eara be ringing ; 
\Mien onee your eyes and lip» unclose, 
I nmst forego my moniing doze." 

John bluRhes, bow», and stammers thanks, 
And steab away on bended shanks, 
Iliding and luigging bis new trcasmx;, 
As liad it been a stolen seizure. 
At home he bolts bis Chamber door, 
Views, eounts, and weighs bis tinkling störe, 
Nor trust it to the savings-box, 
Till ho has screw'd on double locks. 
Ilis dog and he play tricks no more, 
They're rival watchmen of the door, 
Small wish has he to sing a word. 
Lest thioves should climb bis stair unheard. 
At length he finds, the more he saves, 
The more he frets, the more he craves ; 
That bis old freedom was a blessing 
111 sold for all bis iiow possessing. 

One day, ho to bis master went 
And carried back bis hoard unspcnt. 
** Master," says he, " I've heard of old, 
l'^nblest is he who watcbes gold. 
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Take back your present, and restore 
The cheerfulness I knew before. 
I'U takc a room not quite so ncar, 
Out of your worehip's reach of ear, 
Sing at my pleasure, kiugh at sorrow, 
Enjoy to-day, nor dread to-morrow, 
Be still the stewly, honest toilor, 
The merry John, the old soap-boiler." 




ON BUTLER'S MONUMENT. 

REV. SAMUEL WE8LKY. 

HTLE Butler, neody wrcteh, was yet alivc, 
No generous patron would a dinner give. 
See him, when staned to death nnd turn'd to dust, 
Prcsented with a monumental bust. 
The poct's fate is hcre in emblem shown — 
He ask'd for brcad, and he rceeived a stone. 
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TUE VICAK OF BRAY.i 



N goo<l King Charles'» golden days, 
When loyalty no härm meant, 
A zealous high-churchman was I, 
And so 1 got preferment, 
To teach my floek I never missM 
Kings were by God appointed, 
And lost are those tbat daro resist 
( )r touch the Lord 's anointed. 

And this is law that TU maintain 

Until my dying day, sir, 
That whatsoever King shall reign, 
Still I'll be the vicar of Bray, sir. 

' In Berkftbire. Nicbols say.s in bis Select Poems, that the song of the Vicar of 
Hray *' was written by a soldier in Colone! FuUer's troop of Dragoons, in the reign 
of George I." 



The Vtcar of Bray. 



Whon royal James possossM tlio crown. 

And popery grew in fashion, 
The penal law» I hooted down. 

And read the Declaration : 
The Cliui^eh of Rome 1 found would fit 

Füll well niy Constitution ; 
And I had heen a Jesuit, 
IJut for the Kevolution. 

And this is law that Fll maintain 

Until my dying day, sir, 
That whatsot»ver King shall reign, 
Still ril he the vicar of Bray, sir. 

When William was t)ur king declarM, 

To ease the nation's gi'ievance ; 
With this new wind ahout I steer'd. 

And swore to him allegiance : 
Cid prineiples I did revoke, 

Set consciencc at a distance ; 
PaMsive ohediencc was a joke, 
A jest was non-resistanco. 

And this is law that TU maintain 

Until my dying day, sir, 
That whatsoever King shall reign, 
Still l'll he the vicar of Bray, sir. 

When royal Anne became our queen, 

The Church of England's glory, 
Another face of things was seen, 

And I became a tory : 
Occasional confonnists base, 

I blam'd their moderat ion ; 
And thought the church in danger was, 
By such prcvarication. 

And this is law that l'll maintain 

Until my dying day, sir, 
That whatsoever King shall reign. 
Still 1*11 be the vicar of Bray, sir. 
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Wheu George iu pudding-time cainc u*cr, 

Aiul modemte nien lookM big, sir, 
My priiiciples I cbang'd once luuiti, 

And so bccame a wbig, air ; 
And tlius pix'feniient I proeurM 

Fix)ni our new faitli's defoudcr ; 
And ahnost ev'i y day abjur'd 
Tbe PojM? aud tbc Pretender, 

And tbis id law tbat TU nmintain 

Until niy dying day, sir, 
Tlmt wbatsoever King «ball ivign, 
Still ril be tbe vicar of liray, sir. 

Tb' iihwtrious bouse of Ilanover, 

And ]*rütestant succession, 
'i'o tbese I do allegiauce swear — 

Wbilo tbey ean keep jiossession ; 
Fol' in niy faitb and loyalty, 

I never niore will falter, 
And (ireorgc niy lawful king sball bo — 
Until tbe tinies do alter. 

And tbis is law tbat 111 maiiitain 

Until niy dynig day, sir, 
Tbat wbatsoever King »ball reign, 
Still ril be tbe vicar of Brav, »ir. 
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A IIÜNTIXG WE WILL GO. 



HENRY FIELDIXü. 




IIP] ihisky night rides tlowii the sky, 
Ami iislu'is in tlie morn ; 
Tlie houiuls Jill join in ^lorious ery, 
The hiuit*»inan win<ls liis hörn. 

And a huntin;j; wo will i^o. 



The wifo around her hu.s])an(l tliruws 
J\vr anns, to niako liini stay ; 
** My dear, it hails, it laiiis, it l>luws ; 
You cannot hunt to-day." 

Yet a hunting wo will go. 



Away ihey fly to 'scapc thc roiit, 
Tlioii' stocds thcy ßoun<lly switch ; 
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A Hunting we will Go. 



Rome arc thmwü in, somc nrr thiiswn out, 




r^4*^ÄS5:^ 



And aome iiVf tlimwn in tliL' ilite!*» 

Vel tv himtiisjt^ vve will go* 



A Hunting we will Go. 



Slj Kejnard now llke ligbtning flies, 
And swcops across the valc ; 
And whcn the hounds too near ho spics, 
He drops bis bushy tail. 

Then a hunting we will go. 

Fond Echo seems to like the sport, 
And join the jovial cry ; 
The woods, the bills, the sound retort, 
And musiü fills the sky ; 

When a hunting wo do go. 

At last bis strongth to faintness worn, 
Poor Reynard ceases flight ; 
Then hungry, homewards we return, 
To feast away the night : 

And a drinking we do gi). 

Ye jovial hunters, in the morn 
Prepare then for the chaso ; 
Rise at the sounding of the hom 
And health with sport embraec, 

When a hunting we do go.' 



' There are several versions of this song, of various degrees of length aiid of 
merit. ** This song," says Mr. Chappell, in his Collection of National English Airs, 
** was originally to the tune of * \ Begging we will go,* (1660). The words by 
Fielding are contained in his ballad opera of Don Quixote in England, but have 
since been somewhat altered. 
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TUE PEPPEll-EOX A^D SALT-CEIJ.AR, 



WLLLIAM StTKNSTONK, 




I HE 'sqiürH littd tlin'd nione nne ilay, 
And Ttim mis mU'd to tako away : 
lom dear'd the baarti wiili dextroiis art: 
liut wÜlitjg U\ acciire a tart, 

Tb 11 ti(]iii)ibh ^vcmth hod nuide a halt ; 

And Jeft the jK-pjH-i-lmx and i*alt 

AlonOy ii|>ön tht* !iiarl>lt* tabk' ; 

Wbo tliUB^ likü nien, wüi*l» lieiird Ui RqimbMi' : 



** WTiat hiiiiina^^ linve you iiere i^*ii!i itu» ? 



The Pepper-box and Salt-cellar. 



Is't fit that spices of my birth 

Should rank with thce, thou scum of carth ? 

I'd liavo you know, sir, I've a spirit 

Suitcd to my suporior nicrit — 

Tliough now, confin'd within this castre, 

I servo a northem Gothic master ; 

Yet bom in Java*s fi*agrant wood, 

To warm an castcm monarch's blood, 

The 8UU those rieh perfections gave me, 

Which temptcd Dutehmen to enslave me. 

" Nor aro my virtues hcro unknown, 
Though old and wrinkled now I'm grown. 
Black as I am, the faircst maid 
luvokes my stimulating aid, 
To give her food the poignant flavour ; 
And to oach saucc, its proper savour. 
Pasties, ragouts and fricassees, 
Without my seasoniug, fail to please : 
'Tis I, like wit, must give a zest, 
And sprightlincss, to every fcast. 

" Physicians too my use confess ; 
My influeuce sagest matrons bloss : 
WTien drams prove vain, and cholics tcaze, 
To me they fly for certain ease. 
Nay, I fresh vigour can dispense, 
And eure ev'n age and impotence : 
And, when of dulness wits complain, 
I brace the nerves, and clear the brain. 

" But, to the 'squire herc, I appeal — 
Ile knows my real value well : 
WTio, with one pepper-corn content, 
Eemits the vassal's annual rent — 

*' Hence then, Sir Brine, and keep your distance : 
Go lend the scullion your assistance ; 
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The Pepper-box and Salt-cellar. 



For culiiiary usos fit ; 

To Salt the meat upon the spit ; 

Or just to keep his meat from stinking 

And tlicn — a upecial friend to driiiking ! " 

*' Yüur fülly niovcs ine with siiiprize/' 
The sjilver tripod tliu» replies, 
** Pray, Master Pepper, why so hot? 
First eoiisiii to tlie mustard-pot ! 

** What Imots it how our life began? 
'Tis brecding makes the gentlemaii : 
Yet woiild you search my pedigree, 
I rose, Jike Venus, froni the sea : 
The »un, whoHe influence you boast, 
Nurs'd nie upon tlie British coast. 

** The chymists know my rank and place, 
When nature's prineiplea they trace : 
And wisest moderiis yield to me 
The elemental monarehy. 
liy me all nature is suppüed 
With all her beauty, all her pride. 
In Vegetation, I ascend ; 
To animals, their vigour lend : 
( 'orniption's foe, I life preserve. 
And stimulate eaeli slackenM nerve. 
I give jonquil.H their high perfume ; 
'l'he |K*ach its Havour, rose its bloom : 
Nay, Fni the cause, when rightly tracM, 
( )t* JVpjH*r's aronm.ic taste. 

*» Such Claims you teach me to produce ; 
15ut need 1 plead my obvious use. 
In seasoning all terrestrial foo<l? 
When heav'n dedarcs, that salt is gon»l. 
111 



T^he Pepper-box and Salt-cellar. 



** Grant then somc few thy virtues find ; 
Yet Salt gives health to all mankiud : 
Physicians sure will sido with me, 
WTiile Cooks alono sliall pload for thec. 
In short, with all tliinc airs about theo, 
The World were happior far without thec." 

The 'squirc, who all this tinie sat mute, 
Now put an end to their dispute : 
IIc rung thc bell — bade Tom convey 
Tho doughty disputants away. 

The Salt refreahM by shaking up, 
At night did with bis master sup : 
The jwpper Tom assignM bis lot 
With viuegar, and niustard-])ot : 
A fop with bites and sharpers joinM, 
And, to the side-board well confin'd I 

MORAL. 

Thus real genius is respected ! 

Conceit and folly thua neglected ! 

And, O my Sheustone ! let the vain, 

With niisbecoming pridc, explain 

Their splendor, iufluence, wealth, or biilh ;- 

'Tis meu of seusc are nien of worth. 








TIffi HONEST MAN'S LITANY. 

[fROM THE GENTLEMAn\s MAGAZINE.] 

ROM a wifo of sinall fortuiie, but yet very proiul, 
Wbo valiies horself oii her family's blood : 
Wlio scldom talks scuse, but for cver is loutl, 
Lihera me ! 



Froin living i' th' pansh tliat bas an old kirk, 
Wbere thc pai"son would rulc like a Jew or a Turk, 
And kecp a poor curate to do all bis work, 

Lihera me ! 

From a justice of peace wbo forgives no oifencc, 
But construes the law in its most rigid scnse, 
And still to bmd over will find some pretonce» 

Lihera me! 
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The Honest MarCs Litany. 



From bailiffs, attornejs, and all common roguo», 
From Irish nonsense, their bogs and tbeir brogues, 
From Scots' Iwnny elablwr, tbeir clawing and »bnigs, 

Libeni me ! 

From Hpiritual coiirts, citations and üMs, 
From proctors, apparitors, and all tbe tribe eise, 
Wniicb never were read of yet, in any Bibles, 

Lihera me ! 

From dealin^ witb great men and taking tbeir word, 
From waiting wbole mornings to speak witb my lord, 
Wbo puts otf bis jMiyment«, and puts on bis swonl, 

Lll}era me! 

Fi-om tnisting to bypocrites : wrotcbes wbo trifle 
Witb beaven, tbat on eartb moro secure tbey may rifle ; 
Wlio conseienee and bonour and bonesty stiflc, 

Lihera me ! 

From Blaek-eoats, wbo never tbe gosp<»l yt'i taugbt, 
From Ked-coats, wbo never a battle yet fou^bt, 
From Tuni-coats, wbose inside and outside aro naugbt, 

LiUra me ! 




THE CH^MELEON. 



JA MKS )>rH;ujticin 




FT has U beeti tu v tot to itmrk 
A proud, eoiieeitii'd, tÄlking npnrk, 
Witij ^ym Üittt harillj üorved Ai moat 
Tä guard tlieir mastcr *jß:ai«i^t a [>oit ; 

Yüt round tlie woiltl tl»e bkule hus Liucti, 

To wü Trhat^ver eould b« wcen. 
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The C harne leon. 



Rotuniing from \m fiiiished toiir. 
Grown teii timoa perter than before ; 
\Miatever wonl you chancc to drop, 
The travelled fool your inoutli will stop : 
** Sir, if niy juilppncnt you'll allow-:- 
I've »wn — aiul siire I ought to know." — 
So lK»ga yt)uM pay a due »iibmiäsion, 
Aiid acquiosce in Ins dccision. 

Two travollors of such a cast, 
A» o'or AmlnaV wiULs thoy passeil, 
And on their way, in friendly chat, 
Now talked of this, and then of that ; 
DiscoursH'd awhile, 'niongst other matter, 
Of the Chameleon'8 fomi and nature. 
" A stranger aninial," cries one, 
" Sure never live<l beneath the snn : 
A lizard's body lean and long, 
A fish's head, a scrpent's tongue, 
Its foot with triplo claw dinjoineil ; 
And what a length of tail behind ! 
1 low slow it8 paet» ! and tlion its hue — 
"NMio cver saw so fine a blue?" 

" Hold there/' the other quick replies, 
" 'Tis grt»en, I »aw it with these eyes, 
As latc with open mouth it lay, 
And warmed it in the sunny ray ; 
Stretehed at it« ease the bcast 1 viewed, 
And saw it eat the air for food.'* 

" Fve Seen it, sir, as well ns^ you, 
And niust ngain ailirm it blue ; 
At leisurc I the be'ast sun'eyed 
Extended in the cooling shade." 

" 'Tis green, 'tis green, sir, I aasure ye." 
** Green I" cries the other in a fury : 
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The C harne leon. 



" WTiy, sir, (PyG thiiik Tve lost my eyes ? *' 
" Twere iio great loss," tlie friend i-eplies ; 
" For if they always servc yoii tlius, 
You'll find thcm but of little ilsc/' 

So high at last the contest rose, 
F'rom words tliey alniost canie to blow.s : 
WTicn luckily camc by a thhd ; 
To liim the question they i*efeiTed : 
And begged hcM teil them, if he knew, 
Whether the thing was green or blue. 

" Sirs," cries the umpire, ** cease your pother ; 
The creature's neither one nor f other. 
I caiight the animal last night, 
And view'd it o'er by candle-light : 
I niarked it well, 'twas black as jet — 
Yoii Stare — hat sirs, Fve got it yet, 
And can produce it." — " Pray, sir, do ; 
ril lay my life the thing is blue." 
" And 1*11 be swoni, that when you've seen 
The reptile, youUl pronounce hini green." 

" Well, then, at onee to ease the doubt," 
Replies the man, ** I'll turn him out: 
And when before your eyes I've set him, 
If you don't find him black, I'll eat him." 

Ile Said ; and füll before their sight 
Produeed the beast, and lo I — 'twas white. 
Both stared, the man looked wondrous wise — 
" My children," the Chamelcon cries, 
(Then first the creature found a tongue) 
" You all are right, and all are wrong : 
Wlien next you talk of what you view, 
Think others sec as well as you : 
Nor wonder if you find that noiie 
Prefera your eye-sight to bis own." 
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THE JACKDAW. 



WILLIAM COWPEE* 



Ami hj tlie hoai^^one;*^ oflm iiote, 

Might l*e RuppoftM ft crow ; 
A gica!; fieniieriter of Ür' chuitib, 
\Miere l>i:^liiip-liku hü tindn a [»t^eh, 
And dormitorj too. 




Above the stecple ftfaincs a plat^, 

Tluit tum» and tiiruB« io indk'aU; 

From wbjit paiiit IjIows th<* woatlier : 
Xjook ii|> — vour brnins begin tu swim, 
'TiH tii tlic efouds— tliat pleaies him. 

Ho i'hoowß ii tbe ratlier. 



The yackdaw. 



Fond of tlio sjMHiulative liei^ht, 
Thither lic win«rs liw airy flipflit, 

And tlionce securely seea 
The buatlc and tlio raree-show, 
That oocupy mankind below, 

Socuro and at Iii.s ease. 

Von tliink, iio donbt, lie sits and nuises 
On future liroken Wnes and liruises, 

If ho sliould chancc to fall. 
No ; not a sinr^le thought like that 
Eniploys liis philosophic pate, 

Or trouhlcs it at all. 

lle secft, that thij* great ix)und-about, 
The World, with all it's motlcy rout, 

Churdi, army, physic, law, 
Its custoniv««, and it« busincsae», 
Is no conconi at all of hi», 

And say» — what says he ? — Caw. 



Thriee happy bird ! 1 too have Heen 
Much of the vanities of men ; 

And, sii'k of having seen Vni» 
Wonld cheerfully tliese limbs ivsign 
Vor such a pair of wings as thine, 

And such a head bctween 'eni. 




Tire PAEROT. 

N pninfai plumt*» suprlily dre^M, 
A iiative of lim* |rorgef»ii8 uast, 

Püll gaini? at lenglli tho Britii?k filiuns 
Fort of the eaptaiu's ptx'clouö ntore, 
A preseDt to ht^ toojit. 

13ülirida*a mtLid» uj-e süou prcfeiTM, 
Tu tCÄch liiiii naw miii tfioii a woitl. 
As PqU mm nifii^ttT il ; 

ViH 



M 



The Parrot. 



But 'tis her own important charge, 
To qudify him niore at largo. 
And make him quite a wit. 

" Sweet Poll ! " his doating mistress crios, 
*' Sweet Poll I'' the miniic bird replics; 

And calls aloud for sack. 
She next instructs him in the^kiss ; 
'Tis now a Utile onc, üke Miss, 

And now a hearty sniack. 

At first he aims at what he hear» : 
And, ILst'ning elase with both his onrs. 

Just Catches at the sound ; 
But soon articulates aloud, 
Much to th' amusement of the crowd. 

And stmis the neighbours round. 

A querulous old woman's voice 
His hum'rous talent next empioys, 

He scolds, and gives the lie. 
And now he sings, and now is sick, 
** Here Sally, Susan, conie, conie quick, 

Poor Poll is like to die ! '' 

Belinda and her bird ! 'tis rare, 

To meet with such a well-mateh'd pair, 

The language and the tone, 
Each character in evVy part 
SustainM with so much gracc and art, 

And both in unison. 

WTien children first hegin to spell. 
And stammer out a syllable, 

Wo think them tedious creatures ; 
But difficulties soon abate, 
When birds are to be taught to prate, 

And women are the teachers. 




GAFFER GRAY. 



THOHA8 HOLCBQFT* 




O ! wlij do!*t ihoa eHiver aiid sEake, 
Gaffer Grajf ; 
And whj^ docB tbj noee hak eo blue ? 
*' 'Tb the woatlier that*8 eold, 
'Tis l'm grown vcr}' oltl, 
And tny doublet is not very neW. 
WeU-a-day!'' 



Th t?n line tfa}* wom douhlet witli ale, 
Gaffer Gmv ; 



1^ 



Gaffer Gray. 



And warm thy olJ heart with a glass. 
" Nay, but credit I've uone, 
And mj money's all gone ; 

Then say how may tliat come to pass ? 
Well-a-day!" 

Hie away to the liouse on the brow, 

Gaffer Gray ; 
And knock at the jelly priest's door. 

" The priest often preaches 

Agninst worldly riches, 
But ne'er gives a mite to the poor, 

Well-a-dayl'' 

The Iftwyer Uvea under the hill, 

Gaffer Gray ; 
Wamily fenced both in back and in front. 

** He will fasten bis locks, 

And will threaten the Stocks 
Shoiild he ever more find nie in want, 

Wcll-a-day!" 

The squire has fat beeves and brown ale, 

Gaffer Gray ; 
And the season will welcome you there. 

** His fat beeves and bis beer, 

And his merry new year, 
Are all for the fliish and the fair, 

Well-a-day!" 



My keg is but low, I confess, 

Gaffer Gray ; 
WTiat then ? Wliile it lasts, man, we'll live. 

** The poor man alone, 

When ho hears the poor moan, 
Of his morsel a morsel wiU give, 

WeU-a-day!'' 
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CUPID MISTAKEN. 



WILLIAM THOMPSON. 




ENUS whipt Cupid t'othcr day, 

For having lost Ins bow and quiver : 
For he had giv'n tlieiii both away 
To Stella, queen of Isis river. 



** Mamma ! you wrong me while you strike," 
CryM wecping Cupid, ** for 1 vow, 

Stella and you are so alike, 

T thought that I Lad lont them you." 




CAPTAIN (OF MILITIA) SIR DILBERRY DIDDLE. 

I GENT. 's MAG. VOL. XXXVI. P. 233, FOR 1766. | 

F all the brave captains that ever were seen, 
Appointed to fight by a king or a queen, 
By a king or a queen appointed to fight, 
Sure never a captain was like this brave knight. 

He puird off bis slippers and wrapper of silk, 
And, foaming as furious as whisked new milk, 
Says he to bis lady, ** My lady, I'll go : 
My Company calls me ; you nmst not say no." 

Witb eyes all in tcars says my lady, says she, 

" O, cmel Sir Dilberry, do not kill me ! 

For I nevcr will leave theo, but cling round tby middlo. 

And die in tbe arms of Sir Dilberry Diddle." 

Says Diddle again to bis lady, " My dear," 

(And a wbite pocket-handkorcbief wiped off a tear) 

" To figbt for thy cbarms in tbe bettest of wars 

Will be joy ! Tbou art Venus.'' Says sbe, ** Tbou art Mars.' 

By a place I can't mention, not knowing its namc, 
At tbe head of bis Company Dilberry came, 
And tbe drums to tbe Windows call every eye 
To see tbe defencc of the nation pass by. 
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Captain Sir Dilberry Diddle. 



Old biblc-&ced women, through spectacles diin, 
With hemming and coughing, cried, '* Lord, it is him /'' 
While boys and the girls, who more dearly could see, 
Cried, " Yondcr's Sir Dilberry Diddle— that's he!'' 

Of all the fair ladies that caine to the show 

Sir Diddle's fair lady stood first in the row ; 

** O, how charming/' says she, " he looks all in red : 

IIow he turna out his toes, how he holds up his head ! 

" Do but fece his cockade, and behold his dear gun, 
A\Tiich shines like a looking-glass, held in the sun ! 
Hear his wortl of conmiand ! 'tis so sweet, I am eure, 
Each time I am tempted to call out — encore ! " 

The battle now over, without any blows, 
The heroes unharness and strip oif their elothes ; 
The dame gives her captain a sip of rose-water, 
Then he, handing her into her coach, steps in after. 

John's oi*der8 are special to drive vcry slow, 
For fevers oft follow fatiguea, we all know ; 
And, prudently cautious, in Venus's lap 
Beneath her short apron, Mars takes a long nap. 

Ile dreamt, Farne reports, that he out all the throats 
Of the French, as they landed in flat-bottom boats. 
In his sleep if such dreadful destruction he makes, 
WTiat havock, ye gods ! we »hall have when he wakes ! 




THE ASS AND THE FLUTE. 



TOMAS DE YRIARTK. 




OU must know that this ditty, 
This little romance, 
Be it dull, be it witty, 
Arose from mere chancc. 



Near a certain inclosure, 
Not far from my luansc, 

An ass, with composure, 
Was passing by chance. 
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The Ass and the Flute. 



Ab hc went along prying, 
With »ober advancc, 

A shepherd's flute Ijing, 
He found there by chance. 

Our amateur started 
And ejed it askance, 

Drew nearcr, and snortetl 
lipon it by chance. 

The brcath of the brüte, Sir, 
Drew music for once ; 

It enter'd the flute, Sir, 
And blew it by chance. 

** Ah !" cried he, in wonder, 
** How eomes this to paw* ? 

Who will now dare to »lander 
Theskill of an ass?" 

And asses in plcnty 

I see at a glanco, 
Who, one time in twenty, 

Succeed by niere chance. 




THE DOUBLE TR.AJXSFORMATIOX. 

OLIVKn GOLDSMITII. 

ECLUDED from donicstic strife, 
Jaek Book-womi led a College life ; 
A fellowship at twcnty-live 
Made him thc happicst man alive ; 
He drank his glass, and crack'd lii» joke, 
And frcölimcn wondcr'd as he sjwke. 

Such pleasures unaUay'd with care, 
Could any accident im|>air ? 
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The Double Transformation. 



Oould Oupid's shaft at length tranafix 
Our swain, arriv'd at tliirty-six ? 
C) had the archor ne'er coine down 
To ravaije in a country town ! 
Or Flavia boon content to stop 
At triumphs in a FkH?t-8treet »hop ; 
() had licr oycs forgot to blaze ! 
Or Jack had wanted oyes to gazc ; 

Oh ! But let exclamation ccase, 

Her presence banisli'd all his peaee. 
So with deeorum all things carry M, 
Miss frown'd, and hlush'd, and tlien was married. 

Tlie honey-moon like lightning flew, 
The second bronght its transports too ; 
A tliird, a fourth, werc not aniiss ; 
The fifth was friendship mix'd with hliss ; 
But when a twelvcmonth pass'd away 
Jack found his goddess made of clay ; 
Found half the charma that deekM her face 
Aroso from powder, shreds, or lace ; 
But still the worst remainM behind ; 
That very face had robb'd her niind. 

Skiird in no other arts was she, 
But dressing, patching, repartee ; 
And, just as humour rose or feil, 
By tums a slattern or a belle. 
'Tis true she dress'd with modern graoe, 
Half naked at a ball or race ; 
But when at honie, at board or IkmI, 
Five greasy night-caps \\Tap\l her head. 
Could so much beauty condescend 
To be a dull domestic friend ? 
Could any cui-taui lecturtvs bring 
To deccncy so fine a thing? 
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The Double Transformation. 



In short, by night, 'twas fitu or fix'tting ; 

By day, 'twas gadding or eoquetting. 

Fond to be seen, slic kopt a bevy 

Of powder'd coxconibs at her levy ; 

The 'squii-e and captain took their sfations, 

And twenty otlier ncar relation». 

Jack suck'd liis pipo, and oftcn broke 

A sigh in suflfocating smoke ; 

AMiile all their hours were pass'd between 

Insulting repartoe or spieen. 

Thns as her faults each day were known, 
Ile thinks her features coarser grown ; 
Ile fancies every vice she shews, 
Or thins her lips, or points her nose : 
Whenever rage or envy rise 
How wide her moutli, how wild her eyca ! 
He knows not how, but so it is, 
Her face is grown a knowing phiz ; 
And though her fops are wondrous civil, 
He thinks her ugly as the devil. 

Now to perplex the rcveFd noose, 
As each a diflferent way pursues, 
While sullen or loquacious strife, 
ProniisM to liold theni on for life, 
That diiv disease, whosc nithless power 
Withers the beauty's transient flower ! 
Ijo ! the 8mall-iK)x, whose horrid glare 
Leveird its terrors at the fair ; 
And, riHing every youthful graee, 
Left but the reninant of a face. 

The glas» gi-own hateful to her »ight, 
Reflected now a j)erfect fright : 
Each former art she vainly tries 
To biiug back lustre to her eye». 



The Double Transformation. 



In vain she trie» her poste and creanis, 
To smooth her skin, or hidc ita soams ; 
Her coiintry beaux and eity eouginB, 
liovera no morc, flew ofF by dozcn» : 
The '»quiro himRolf was Peen to yield. 
And e'cn thc captain quit the field. 

P(M)r madani now, oondemnM to hack 
The re»t of lifo with anxiouA Jack, 
Perceiving others fairly flown, 
Attemptcnl pleasing hini alone. 
Jack 80on was dazz1c<l to behold 
Her prt»Bent face suq)a88 the old : 
"NVith nioilesty lier cbeeks are dvM, 
Humility diaplaces pride; 
For tawdry finery is wen 
A praon cver neatly clean : 
No nion^ presnming on her sway, 
Slie leams good nature eveiy day : 
Serenely gay and »trict in duty, 
Jack finds liis wife a peifect Wauty. 
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THIKTY-FIVE. 

DR. SAMUEL JOHNSON.* 




FT in danger, yet alive, 
We are come to thirty-fivc ; 
Long may better years arrive. 
Better years than thirty-five ! 

Could philosophers contrive 

Life to stop at thirty-five, 

Time his houra should never drive 

O'er the bounds of thirty-five. 

Iligh to soar, and deep to dive, 

Nature gives at thirty-five. 

Ladies, stock and tcnd your hive, 

Trifle not at thirty-five ; 

For, howe'er we boast and strive, 

Life declines from thirty-five. 

He that ever hopes to thrive 

Must \ycg\n by thirty-five ; 

And all who wisely wish to wive 

Must look on Thrale at thirty-five. 

' Addressed to Mrs. Thrale, on her completing her thirty-fifih year. 
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THE GäS€OK. 




llEßE ait? Gaset ms ^ Fm t*>ld, not a few. 
Wliose töngut'Ä arc »o gUbj 
Tlwt tiiej fib 
Eveiy tluy ; 
Butj Farlilif u, 
You may always bcUave wlmt / »oy* 

rm a noble of Fronee by <k>äceiit, 

Thniugh an old and lUustrious Hne^ 
But tbo title unhajipily wcnt 

To Dij uncli?, the Duke of Gaäcoino, 

And bis foiltuMi h properly mitie, 
To iavv I sboukl go, *twaa agreed, 

Attornejü and €omisel cmplo^VI ; 
But in seekmg an old title -den**], 

I found it by rata quitt? deatioy'd. 



The Gascon. 



Tlicsc trifles ne'er trouble me much, 

For, thank Fortune, I'ni rieh as a Jew ; 
So, ray fiicnd, should jour fate e'er be sueli 

To require of hundreds a few, 

Don't bc shy, but demand them — praj, do ! 
** Aecommodate jou ?" Without doubt ; 

Though, just now, I'm unable to lend ; 
With money I never eome out, 

But rely on the purse of a fricnd. 



Could you see me at home, you would find 
That my house is a modcl of taste ; 

Silk tapestries, erabroider'd and lined, 
Dresden vases on buhl tables placed, 
And walls with gilt comices graced. 

But the crowds, whom it used to attract, 
Ilave induced me to let it on lease ; 

And I lodge in a laue — 'tls a fact — 
For the sake of a month or two's peace. 

IM advise you, my friend, not to doubt, 
For you know what a fencer I am ; 

Provoke me too much, and one 'bout 
Will show I'm by no means a lamb, 
And that fighting with me is no sham. 

Were ray passion not easily ruled, 
I should average a victim a-day : 

Yot, insulted, my anger's soon coolM ; 
I forgive, and walk bravely away. 

YouVe aware, as an author I shine ; 
The Academie Royale Fran^aise 

Acknowledged my writinga were fine, 
To my genius they gave eyery praise : 
Sublime, they declared, were my lays. 
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The Gascon. 



*• Thcir titlos?" Alas ! 'twns my fatc 
To be robbM of niy justly-earn'd famc, 

IlimHolf, a falsc fricnd, to dato, 

StulCy and publiäliM thcm uiulcr bis namc. 

For coniposiiig lovo-songs, I am blessM 
"NVitb a »kill to wbich fow can comparo, 

My braiii i» for cver iwssess'd 
Witb niany a bcautiful air, 
Join'd to Couplets oxceedinpjly rare. 

You may jiidgc for yourself wlio» you hear- - 
Thougli tbe nierit I never bave »ought — 

Tbat as Favart's and Panaid's apjK»ar, 
The songs I had previously — thought. 

** Can I dance?'* "NVluit a qiiestion to ask ! 

You will find that at every ball 
In tho »unsbine of plaudits 1 bask, 

My niinuet steps are <juito gall 

To the eyes of botli \'estris and Paul. 
** A sjM?ciinen?" Drendful mischantv ! 

1 am lame, you may easilv scc ; 
Ijast night, at tho countoss's danco, 

1 tumblo<l and damagt^l my knoo. 

As a ])atriot, 1 gloiy in aniis, 

My country haa witnessM my zoal ; 

And, amidst battle's fioreost alarms, 
My lifo ha» beon ri»k\l for her weal : 
To the honours Tve gainM I appeal. 

Hut my erosses and Orders to wear, 
My modesty never allows ; 

For with envy they make equals stare. 
And inferioi"« fatigue me with bows. 

I am populär, too, 'mongst the fair ; 
But a marriage 1 never bave riskM, 
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The Gascon. 



Though very largo fortune to shniv, 
Many excellcnt niatclies Tve misa'd — 
1 have fifty, at Icast, on my list. 

Vüu ask for niy proofs ? Tliey're deiiied, 
Für most of tlie fair ones, you see, 

Brokcn-lioarted or jcalous, liave died, 
Overwhelm'd by tlicir passion for int». 



Tlieix» ai-e Gascons, Fm told, not a few, 
Whose tongucs are so glib, 
That they tib 
Kvery (biy ; 

But, Parblieii, 

^'oii niay alway.s believu what / »ay. 




PROLOGITE TG BARBAROSSA. 



GARRICK. 




'EASTER! measter! 
Is not niy measter liere amoiig you, pray ? 
Nay speak — iiiy nieaater wrote this finc new play- 
The actor-folks are making siieh a clattcr ! 

They want tlie pro-log — I know noiight o' tlie matter : 

Ile miist be tliere among you — look about — 

A wezcn pale-faced moii— hIo find bim out. 

Pray, measter, come, er all will fall to sbeame ; 

Call Mister — hold — I must not teil bis neame. 



La ! what a crowd is bcre ! wbat noise and potber I 
Fine lads and lasscs ! onc atop o' t'otber. 



Prologue to Barbarossa. 



I could for ever here with wondcr gaze ! 

I ne'er saw chui-ch so füll in all my days ! 

Your servants, Sirs — what do you laugh for, eh ? 

You dinna take rno, sure, für oue o' the play ? 

You should not flout an honest country lad — 

You think mc fool, and I think you half mad : 

You'rc all as stränge as I, and stranger too ; 

iVnd, if you laugh at me, I'll laugh at you. 

I donna like your London tricks, not I : 

And, since you've raised my hlood, I'U teil you why : 

And, if you wull, since now I am before ye, 

For want of pro-log, I'll relate my story. 

I came from country here to try my fate, 
And get a place among the rieh and grcat : 
But troth, Fm sick o' th' journey I ha' ta*en : 
I like it not — would I were whoame again ! 

First, in the city I took up my Station, 
And got a place with one o' th' corporation ; 
A round big man — he eat a plaguy deal ; 
Zooks ! he'd have beat five ploomen at a meal ! 
But long with hini I could not make abode, 
For, could you think't ? he eat a great sea-toad ! 
It came from Indies — 'twas as big as me ; 
Ile caird it belly-patch, and cap-a-pee : 
La ! how I stared ! — 1 thought — who knows but I, 
For want of monsters, may be made a pie ? 
Rather than tarry here for bribe or gain, 
1*11 back to whoame, and country fare again. 
I left toad-eater ; then I served a lord, 
And there they promised, but ne'er kept their word. 
While ■ mong grcat folks this gaming work the trade is, 
They mind no more poor servants than their ladies. 
A lady next, who liked a smart young lad, 
Hired me forthwith, but troth, I thought Jier mad. 
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Prologue to Barbarossa. 



She tum'd the world top-dowii, as one may Bay. 
Sho changed day into nect, neet into day. 
I was 80 shcam'd with all her freakish wayp, 
Sho worc her goar 8o short, so low her stays — 
Fine folks show all for nothing now-a-days. 
Xow Pm the poet's mon — I find with wits 
Thoro's nothing sartain — nay, wo eat hy fits. 
Cur moals, indccd, are slcndcr — what of that, 
Thcro are but thrce on's, meastor, me, and cat. 
Did you but see ua all, as Tm a sinner, 
You'd Rcarcely say which of the three is thinncr ; 
My wages all depend on this night's piece, 
But should you find that all our swans are geese, 
'Efeek, TU trust no more to nieaster's brain, 
But ]>ack up all, and whistle whoame again. 




THE BARBER'S NUPTIALS. 

, X Liqiiorpond strect, as is well kiiowii to many, 
All artist resided, who shaved for a penny, 
iii Cut hair for three halfpence, for threepence he blcd, 
And would draw for a groat every tooth in your hea<l. 

^^^lat annoy'd other folks never spoil'd his repose, 
'Twas the sanic thing to liira whether Stocks feil or rose : 
For blast and for niildew he cared not a pin, 
His crops never fail'd, for they grew on the chin. 

Unvex'd by the cares that ambition and state ha«, 
Contentod he dincd on his daily potatoes ; 
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T^he Barbers Nuptials. 



And tho pencc that ho oarn'd by excision of bristlo, 
Were nightly dovoted to wetting Ins whistle. 

When copper ran low, ho made light of the mattor, 
Drank his purl upon tick at the Old Pewter Platter. 
Read the news, and as deop in the secret appoar'd, 
As if he had lather'd tho niinister's beard. 

But Cupid, who trims men of ev'ry Station, 

And *twixt barbers and beaus makes no discrimination, 

Would not let' this Superlative shaver alone, 

Till he tried if his heart was as hard as his hone. 

The fair one, whose charms did the barber enthral, 
At the end of Fleet Market, of fish kept a stall, 
As red as her eheok was no lobster e'er seen ; 
Not an ool that she sold was so soft as her skin. 

By love stränge effects have been wrought, we are told, 
In all countries and climates, hot, temp'rate, or cold ; 
Thus the heart of our barber love scorchM hke a coal, 
Though *tis very well known he lived under the pole. 

First, he courted his charmer in sonx)wful fashion. 
And lied, like a lawyer, to move her ^jonipassion : 
Ile should perish, he swore, did bis suit not succeed, 
And a barber to slay was a barbarous deed. 

Then he altei'd his tone, and was heard to deelare, 
If valour deserved the regard of the fair, 
That his eourage was tried, though he scornM to disclose 
IIow many brave fellows he'd took by the nose. 

For his politics, too, they were thoroughly known, 
A patriot he was to the very back bone ; 
Wilkes he gratis had shaved for the good of the nation. 
And he held the Wlg Club in profound veneration. 
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The Barber's Nuptials. 



For his tenets religious — he could well expouud 
Emaimel Swcdenborg's mysteries profound, 
And new doctrines could broach witli the best of 'em all, 
For a periwig-maker iie'er wanted a caul. 

Indignant, she answer'd, ** No ehin-scraping sot 
Shall be fasten'd to me by the eonjugal knot ; 
No ! to Tyburn repair, if a noose you must tie, 
Other fish I have got, Mr. Tensor, to fry : 

" Ilolborn-bridge and Blackfriare' my triumphs can teil, 
From Billingsgate beauties I've long borne the bell : 
Nay tripe-mqn, and fishraongers, vie for my favour ; — 
Then d'ye think I'd take up with a two-penny shavcr ? 

" Let dory, or turbot, the sov'rcign of fish, 

Cheek by jowl with red herring be scrved in one dish, 

Let sturgeon and sprats in one pickle unite, 

AMien I angle for husbands, and barbers shall bite." 

But the barber persisted (ah ! could I relate 'em) 
To ply her with compliuients soft as pomatum : 
And took every occasion to flatter and praise her, 
Till she fancied his wit was as keen as his razor. 

lle protested, bcsides, if slieM grant his petition, 
She should live like a lady of rank and condition. 
And to Billingsgate Market no longer repair, 
But himself all her business would do to a hair. 

Her smiles, he asserted, would melt even rock», 
Nay, the fire of her cycs would consume barbers' blocks, 
On insensible objects bestow animation. 
And give to old periwigs regeneration. 

With fair Speeches cajoled, as you tickle a trout, 
'Gainst the barber the fish-wife no niore could hold out : 



The Bar her s Nuptials. 



Ile applieil thc rii^ht bait, and with flattory lie caught her ; 
Witli flatt'ry a fomalc's a fish out of water. 

Tlie »täte of her heart when the harber onee guess'd, 
liOve's »iege with reiloubled exertion lie pressM, 
And as bi-iskly bestirr'd liim, the eliarmer embracing, 
As the wa.sh-ball that dances and froths in tlic basin. 

The flanie to allay their bosoms did so burn, 
They set out for the church of St. Andrew in llolborn, 
^^^lere tonsors and trulls, conntry Dick» and their cousins, 
In the halter of wedlock nre tied up by dozens. 

The nuptials to graee eame from every quailer, 
The worthies at Kng Fair old eaxons who barter, 
Who the eovering» of judges and counaellors robs: 
Cut down into majors, qneues, Scratches, and bobs. 

Musele-mongers and oyster-nien, criin]is and coal-heavei-s. 
And butehers, with inarrow-bones sniiting their eleavers: 
Shrimp-scalders and mole-catehei>, tai]<)if> and tilers, 
I{oy.s, botchers, bawds, bailiffs, and bhick-juidding builei*s. 

From their voices united such nielody tlowM 
As the Abbey neVr witnessM, nor Tott'nhani-conrt Koad : 
While 8t. Andivw's bells did so loud and so ckar ring, 
YouM given ten pound to 've been out of their hearing. 

For bis fee, when the pai-son this couple had j(änM, 
As no cash was fbrthconiing, he took it in kind : 
So the bridegrooni disniantk'd bis levcrencc's chin. 
And the bridc entertain'd Iiini with pik'hnrds and gin. 




MONSIEUR TONSÜN 



At Iriist aonic üfty jear* n^o, or monr, 

A plcaüaTit wjglit Oll Town, jflopM Tcmi Km^, 
A f<'ll(>w iljiit wjis i*lever at a joki*» 
ICxport in all Üw mi^ fo tcAx.P' mu] ßmoko, 

In hUnvi, für Htiukc« of liuinour, t|uitu t!ie ihiug. 
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Monsieur Tonson. 



To maiiy a jovial dub this King was known, 
With whom liis active wit imrivall'd shone : 

Choice spirit, grave freo-niason, buek and blood, 
Would crowd bis stories and hon mots to bcar, 
And none a disappointmcnt c'er could fear, 

Ilis humour flow'd in sucb a copious flood. 



To him a frolic was a bigb deligbt : 

A fi-olic be would bunt for, day and nigbt, 

Carcless bow prudenco on tbc sport niigbt frown. 
If e'er a plcasant niiscbief sprang to view, 
At once o'er bedgc and ditcb awny be flow, 

Nor left tbe gaine, tili be bad run it down. 



One nigbt, our bero, rambling witb a friend, 
Near fanicd St. Giles's ebanced bis course to bcnd, 

Just by tbat spot, tbe Seven Dials bigbt. 
'Twas silence all around, and elear tbe coast, 
Tbe watcb, as usual, dozing on bis j)o.st, 

And scarcc a lanip display'd a twinkling ligbt. 



Around tbis place, tbere lived tbe nunicrous elans 
Of bonest, plodding, foreign artizans, 

Known, at tbat tinie, by name of refugees. 
The rod of persccutioii, from tbeir bome, 
ComjKjll'd tbe inofFensive race to roani, 

And bere tbey ligbted, like a swarm of becs. 

Well I our two friends were saunt'ring tbrougb tbe street, 
In bopes some food for bumour soou to meet, 

Wben, in a window near, a ligbt tbey view ; 
And, tbougb a dim and melancholy ray, 
It seem'd tbe prologue to some nierry play, 

So towVds tbe glooniy dorne our hero drew. 



Monsieur Tonson. 



Straight at the door he gave a thuud'ring knock, 
(The time we may suppose near two o'clock,) 

" I'll ask," says King, " if Thompson lodges here." 
" Thompson," cries t'other, " who the devil's he?'' 
" I know not," King replies, " but want to sce 

Wliat kind of animal will now appear." 

After some time, a little Frenchraan came ; 

One hand display'd a rushlight's trembling Üame, 

The othcr held a thing they caird culotte, 
An old striped woollen night-cap graced his head, 
A tatter'd waistcoat o'er one Shoulder spread ; 

Scarce half awake, he heaved a yawning note. 



Though thus untimely roused he courteous smiled, 
And soon addi'ess'd om* wag in accents mild, 

Bending his head pohtely to his knee — 
" Pray, saro, vat vant you, dat you come so lato ; 
I beg your pardon, sare, to make you vait ; 

Pray teil me, sare, vat your commands vid me?" 



" Sir," reply'd King, " I merely thought to know, 
As by your house I chaneed to-night to go, 

(But, really, I disturb'd your sleep, I fear,) 
I say, I thought, that you perhaps could teil, 
Among the folks who in this quarter dwell, 

If there's a Mr. Thompson lodges here?" 



The shiv'ring Frenchman, though not pleased to find 
The busincss of this unimportant kind, 

Too simple to suspect 'twas meant in jeer, 
Shrugg'd out a sigh that thus his rest was broke, 
Then, with unaltcr'd courtesy, he spokc : 

" No, sare, no Monsieur Tonson lodges here." 
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Monsieur Tonson. 



Our wag bcgg'd pardon, and toward home he »ikhI, 
Wliile tho poor Frenchman crawl*d again to bed. 

But King rcsolved not thus to drop tlic jest, 
So, tho next night, with uiorc of wliiiu than grace, 
Again he made a visit to the place, 

To break once more the poor old Freneliman's rcst. 



He knoek'd — but waitcd longer than before ; 
Xo footstep secmM approaching to the door ; 

Our Frenchman lay in such a sleep profound. 
King with the knocker thunderM then ngain, 
Fimi on bis post deterniined to reniain ; 

And oft, indeed, he made the <loor resonnd. 



At last King heai-s hiin o'er the passage creep, 
WondVing what tiend ngain disturbM bis Hleep : 

Tbc wag Salutes hini with a civil leer : 
Thus drawling out to heighten the surprize, 
AMiile the poor Frenchman rubbM bis bcavv eyes, 

** Is there — a Mr. Thompson- lod^^es bere?" 



The Frenchman faltcr'd, with a kind offright, — 
** Vy, sare, Fm sure I told you, sare, last night — 

(And here he labourM with a sigb sincere,) 
** No Monsieur Tonson in the varld I know, 
No Monsieur Tonson here — I tobl you so ; 

Indeed, sare, dare no Monsieur Tonson here!" 



Some more excuses tender'd, off King goes. 
And the old Frenchman sought once more repose. 

The rogue next night pursued bis old career. 
'Twjus long indeed before tbc man came nigh. 
And then he utter'd, in a piteous cry, 

'* Sare, 'pon my soul, no Monsieur Toiistm here I ' 
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Monsieur Tonson. 



Dur sportive wight bis usual visit paid, 

And the iicxt night came forth a prattling maid, 

Wliose tongue, indced, tban anj Jaek went faster ; 
Anxious, she strove bis errand to enquire, 
IIc Said 'twas vain ber prettj tongue to tire, 

Ile sbould not stir tili be bad seen ber master. 



Tbe damsel then began, in doleful State, 
Tbe Frenebraan's brokcu slumbers to relate, 

And begg'd be'd call at proper tirae of day. 
King told her she must fetcb ber master down, 
A cbaise was ready, he was leaving town, 

But first bad much of deep concern to say. 



Thus urged, she went tbe snoring man to call. 
And long, indeed, was she obliged to bawl, 

Ere she could rouse the torpid lump of clay. 
At last be wakes ; bc rises ; and be swears : 
But scarcely bad be totter'd down tbe stairs, 

^V^len King attack'd bim in bis usual way. 



Tbe Frenchman now perceived 'twas all in vain 
To bis tormentor mildly to com piain, 

And straight in rage began bis crest to rear : 
" Sare, vat tbe devil make you treat me so ? 
Sare, I inform you, sare, three nights ago, 

Gut tam — I swear, no Monsieur Tonson bere ! " 



True as the night, King went, and beard a strife 
Betwcen tbe barass'd Frenchman and bis wife, 

Whicb would descend to chase tbe fiend away. 
At length, to join their forces and agree. 
And straight impetuously they tum tbe key, 

Pivpared with mutual fury for tbe fray. 
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Monsieur Tonson. 



Cur hero, ¥rith thc firmncss of a rock, 
CoUectod to rcceive the niighty ehock, 

Utt'ring the old iiiquiry, caluily stood — 
The nanie of Thompson raised the storm so high, 
He deeni'd it then the safest pUin to fly, 

With " Weil, I'll call when you're in gentler mood." 



In short, uur hero, with the saroe intent, 

Füll many a night to plague the Frenchman went — 

So fond of mischief was the wicked wit : 
They threw out water ; for the watch they caU ; 
But King expecting, still escapes from all — 

Monsieur at lost was forced his house to quit. 



It happen'd that our wag, about this time. 

On Bomc fair prospect souglit the easteni clime, 

Six ling'ring yoars were therc his tedious lot. 
At length, content, umid his rip'ning störe, 
Ile treads again on Britain's happy shore, 

And his long absence is at once forgot. 



To London, with impatient hope, he flies. 
And the same night, as fomier freaks arise. 

He fain nuist stroll, the well-known haunt to trace. 
" Ah ! here's the scene of fi-cquent mirth," he said, 
" My poor old Frenchman, I suppose, is dead. 

Egad, I'll knock, and see who holds his place." 

With rapid strokes he niakes the niansion roar, 
And while he eager eyes the openiug door, 

Lo ! who obeys the knocker's rattling peal ? 
Wliy, e'en our little Frenchman, stränge to say I 
He took his old abode that very day — 

Capricious tum of sportive Fortune's wheel ! 



Monsieur Tonson. 



Without ono thought of the relentless foo, 
WTio, ficnd-Iikc, hauntcd hira so long ago, 

Just in liis form er trim he now appcars ; 
The waistcoat and the nightcap seem'd the same, 
With ruahlight, as hefore, he, creeping, came, 

And King's detested voiee, astonish'd, hears. 

As if sonie liideous speetre stmck his sight, 
Ilis senses scem*d bewilder'd with affright, 

Ilis face, indeed, hespoke a heart füll sore — 
Then starting, he exclaini'd, in ruefiil strain, 
" Begar ! here*8 Monsieur Tonson come again !" 

Away he ran — and ne'er was heard of more ! 



THE LITERARY LADY. 



RICHARD BRIXSLEY SHERIDAN. 




} HAT motlcy carcs Corilla's mind perplex, 
Wliom maids and metaphors conspire to vex ! 
In studious dishabillc behold her sit, 
A Ictter'd gossip, and a houschold wit ; 

At once invoking, though for differcnt views, 

Her gods, her cook, her milliner and musc. 

Round her strew'd room a fripperj chaos lies, 

A checker'd wreck of notable and wise, 

Bills, books, caps, couplets, combs, a varicd mass, 

Oppress the toilet and obscure the glass : 

151 



The Ltterary Lady. 



AikI thero a niftiitiin'iiijikiM'fc* liill utijHkftl. 
Tlioro ili>rmanl |müerns \mw for fultiti* gnuÄis 
A sfttiro iiext; aiid tlieiv, a bill uf fare. 




Hure At?t tlie Fit-st» aml heiip, RctHiivri witli Fi^li. 
Now» wlülo tluH t'Vi* in ii fiii** ftxmÄj it>1Ja, 
Tlial j'olterl V cfisti« up a l>ill ibr eods ; 
liliu'k pin» arjrl dag^f nä iti ono k*af ghe sticks, 




TIIE riNDKR-KING. 



M AT T T I K vv tut ).- itu It V l, r. W J H . 




ITO h it that aits in ihe Icitchcn, and wecp^, 
\Miile iiük goes t!»c cloek» und tlio talib^v e*vt slce]»* ; 
i'hnt watühes tlic grate, withimt eeasirig io ?pv, 
W'lietlior pursi^ or cofRns will oiit of k % ?'' 



'Tis Bettj ; wlio nnw tlie fuls^o inilor, Bob Scott, 
Lcail j% briilo io tho ultar ; wbifli UMq sUe wna not i 
*Ti(4 Betty; tlclemiiued, lovt* ft-om bor t*> fling. 
Aud wou, f«r his riebest tht' ilark Cindur-King. 
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The Cinder-King. 



Xow spcnt tallow-candle-gTease fatton'd tlie soil, 
And thc bluc-burning lamp hail half wastcd its oil, 
And thc black-beetlc boldly came crawling from far. 
And the red coals wcrc sinkuig beneath thc third bar ; 

When " one" Struck the clock — and instcad of thc bird 
WfTio uscd to sing cuckoo whenc'cr the clock stirr'd, 
Out burat a grim ravcn, and uttcr'd ** caw ! caw I" 
^Miilc puss, though shc Vokc, durst not put forth a claw. 

Then thc jack feil a-going as if onc should sup, 

Then thc hearth rock'd as though it would swallow onc up ; 

Wlth fucl from hell, a stränge coal-scuttlc came, 

And a sclf-handlcd poker madc fcarful the flamc. 

A cindcr shot from it, of size to araazc, 
(With a bouncc, such as Betty nc'er hcard in her days,) 
Thrice, serpent-like hiss'd, as its heat fled away, 
And lo ! somctliing dark in a vast coffin lay. 

— " Come Betty!" — quoth eronking thnt non-descript tliing, 
— " Come blcss thc fond arms of your tnie Cindcr-King ! 
Thrce morc Kings, my brothci-s, arc waiting to grcct yo, 
Who^don' t take it ill ! — must at four o'elock eat ye. 

" My darling, it must bc ! do make up your mind ; 
Wc dement brothcrs, unitcd, and kind, 
Ilavc a feast and a wedding, cacli night of our livos. 
So constantly sup on cach othcr's new wivcs." — 

In vain squallM thc cook>maid, and pray'd not to wed ; 
Cindcr crunchM in her mouth, cindcr rain'd on her hcad, 
Shc sank in thc coflSn with cindcrs strcwn o'er, 
And coffin nor Betty saw man any morc. 
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LODGINGS FOR SINGLE GENTLEMEN. 




OEOROE COLMAX THK YOUXOEIl. 

HO hos e'er been in London, tliat overgrown place, 
Ilas seon " Lodgings to Icf stare him fuU in the face : 
Some arc good, and let dearly ; while some, 'tis well known, 
Are 80 dear, and so bad, they are best let alone. 



Will Waddle, whose temper was studious and lonely, 
Hired lodgings that took single gentlemen only ; 
But Will was so fat he appearM like a ton, 
Or like two single gentlemen rolPd into one. 

He enter'd bis rooms, and to bed he retreated ; 
But, all the night long, he feit fever'd and heated ; 
And, though heavy to weigh as a score of fat sheep, 
Ue was not, by any means, heavy to sleep. 

Ncxt night 'twas the same. And the next. And the next : 
He perspired like an ox ; he was nervous and vex'd ; 
Weck past after weck ; tili, by weekly succession, 
His weakly condition was past all expression. 



In six months, his acquaintance began much to doubt him : 

For his skin, like a lady^s loosc gown, hung about him. 

He sent for a doctor ; and cried, like a ninny, 

" I have lost many pounds. Make me well. There's a guinea." 

The doctor look'd wise : — " A slow fever," he said : 
Prescribed sudorifics, — and going te bed. 
** Sudorifics in bed," exclaim'd Will, " are humbugs I 
I' ve enough of them there, without paying for drugs ! " 
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Lodgings for Single Gent lernen. 



Will kick'd out the doctor : — but, when ill indeed, 
E'en dismissing the doctor don't always succecd ; 
So, calling bis host, he said : — " Sir, do you kiiow, 
I'm the fat siugle gentleman, six months ago? 

" Look'c, landlord, I think," argued Will, witli a grin, 
" That with honest intentions you first took nie in : 
But from the first night — and to say it I'm hold — 
I have been so damn'd bot, that I'm sure I caught cold." 

Quoth the landlord — " Till now, I ne'er had a dispute ; 
I've let lodgings ton yoars ; I'm a baker, to boot ; 
In airing your shceta, Sir, niy wife is no slovcn ; 
And your bed is immediatoly over my oven." 

" The oven !" says Will. Says the host, " A\1iy this passiou? 
In that excellent bed died three people of fashion. 
^\Tiy so crusty, good Sir ?" — " Zounds ! " cries Will, in a taking, 
" ^\Tio wouldn't be crusty, with half a ycai's baking?" 

Will paid for bis rooms : — ericd the host, with a snccr, 

** Well, I sec you've bcon going away half a yoar.'' 

** Friend, wo can't well ngree, — yet no quarrel" — Will said ; — 

*' But I'd rathcr not pcrish, whilc you make your bread." 




THE NEWCASTLE APOTHECARY. 



(n:OROE COLMAN TUE YOUNOKR. 




MAX, in many a coimtry town, we know, 
Profeases opcnly with death to wrestle ; 

Ent'ring the field againat tho grimly foe, 
Arnrd with a mortar and a pc»tlc. 



Yct, Sonic affirm, no eneraies thcy are ; 
But nieet just likc prize-fightcrs, in a fair, 
Who first shakc hands bcfore tliey 1k)x, 
Thon give each othcr plagiiy knocks, 
With all the lovc and kindncss of a hrothcr : 
So, many a suffVing paticnt saith, 
Though the Apotheeary fights with Dcatli, 
Still thcy'rc swom friends to one another. 
ir.7 



The Newcastle Apothecary. 



A raenibcr uf thi» ^'E8eula])iaii liue 
Lived at Xewca8tle-ui>oii-l\vne : 
No man could better gild a pill, 

Or make a bill, 
Or mix a draught, or bleed, or bl ister, 
Or draw a tooth out of yom* hcad, 
Or chatter scandal by yom* bed, 

Or give a clyster. 

Of oecupations thcsc wcrc (luaniwm suff, : 
Yet, still, he thought the liat not long enough ; 

And thereforc midwifery he chose to pin to't. 
This balanced things : — for if he hurl'd 
A few score mortals from the world, 

Ile made amcnds by bringing others iuto't. 

His famo füll six miles round the country ran ; 

In short, in reputation he was sohis : 
All the old women calKd him '* a üne man ! " 

Ilis name was Bolus. 

Benjamin Bolus, though in trade, 
(Wiich oftentimcs will genius fetter) 

Read works of fancy, it is said. 
And cultivated the Beiles Lettres, 

And why should this be thought so odd ? 

Can't men have t*uste who eure a phthisic ; 
Of poetry though patron-god, 

Ajmllo patroiiiscs physic. 

Bolus loved vcrse ; — and took so much delight in't, 
That his pi^escriptions he resolvcd to writ<i in't. 

No opportun ity he e'er let pass 

Of writing the directions, on his labeis, 
Tn dappcr Couplets, — like Gay's Fahles ; 

Or, mther, like the lines in Iludibras. 



The Newcastle Apothecary. 



Apothecary's verse ! And where's the treason ? 

'Tis simply honest dealing : — not a crime ; — 
When patients swallow phjsic without reason, 

It is but fair to give a little rhyme. 



He had a patient lying at dcath's door, 

Sorae three miles from the town, — it might be four ; 

To whom, one evening, Bolus sent an articie, 

In Phamiacy, that's callM cathartical, 

And, on the label of the stuff, 

He wrote this verse ; 
Which, one would think, was clear enough, 

And terse : — 



** When taheriy 
To he well shaken,^^ 

Next moming, early, Bolus rose ; 
And to the patient's house he goes ; — 

Upon his päd, 
Who a vile triek of stumbling had : 
It was, indeed, a very sorry hack ; 

But that's of coiu*se : 

For what's expected fi'ora a horse 
With an Apothecary on his back? 
Bolus arrived ; and gave a doubtfiil tap, 
Between a single and a double rap. 



Knocks of this kind 
Are given by gentlemen who teach to dance ; 

By iiddlers, and by opera-singers : 
One loud, and then a little one behind ; 
As if the knocker feil, by chance, 

Out of their fingers. 
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The Newcastle Apothecary. 



The Bcrvant lets him in, with dlsmal face, 
Long &s a coiirtier's out of place — 

Portendiiig »ome disaster ; 
John'« countonaiict» dA nieful lookM, and grim, 
As if th' A|K)thocary had physiek'd him. 

And not his nmstor. 
** Woll, how's thc patient?" Bolus said. 

John shook his hcad. 
" LmUhhI ! — huni ! ha ! — thal's very o<ld ! 
IIc took the draught?" John gave a noil. 
** Well, — ^liow? — what then? — spoak out, you dunce !" 
" Why then,'- snys John, ** wo »hoolc him once." 
" Shook him I JIow?" — Bolus stammcrM out. 

** \Ve julttnl him al)out." 
" Zounds ! Slmko a pationt, man ! — a shake won't do." 
** No, Sir, — and so we gave him ^ro/' 
** Two shakes ! (nKs curst» ! 
'Twould niake the patient worse." 
** It did so, Sir I — and so a thinl we trie<l/* 
** Well, and what then ?" — *' Then, Sir, my master died." 
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TJIE TOPER .iND THE FLIES. 



PETKK riNTMll, 




GROUP of top<*ra at n table mt. 

Witli piiru'li lliflt timi'h N^gak^ ihe tlili'Bty mjiiJ : 
Flie^N Mmn thi* party jottiM, atiJ joitiM tlie chut, 



At leugfh \hme Aii'k j^riil Jrmik, und fijr \\wlv »iu, 
8mjie luificU'eib lust tlieir li^g^ ntut tunihknl ii} ; 
Aud gjTruwIing *nii*lst i\w gulpli profouuilt 
Liku Pjjurut^li and In» duttng Itoat, worc drui^n'd. 
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The Toper and the Flies. 



Wanting to drink — oiie of the mon 
Dipp'd from the bowl the drunken host, 
And drank — ^then taking care that none were lost. 

He put in ev'ry mother's son agen. 

Up jump'd the Bacchanalian crew on this, 
Taking it very much amiss — 

Swearing, and in the attitude to smite : — 

" Lonl ! " cried the man with gravely-lifted eyes, 
" Thougli I don't like to swaUow flies, 

I did not know hut others might,^* 
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THE APPLE DUMPLINGS AND A KING. 



PETER PINDAB. 




NCE on a time, a Monarch, tired with hooping, 
Whipping and spurring, 
Happy in wonying 
A poor, dcfcncelcsSy harmless bück, 
The horsc and ridcr wet as muck, 
From his high consequence and wisdom stooping, 
Enter'd, through curiosity, a cot, 
^\Ticre sat a poor old woman with her pot. 



The wrinkled, blear-eyed, good old granny, 
In this same cot illum'd by many a cranny, 

Had ünish'd apple dumplings for her pot : 
In tempting row the naked dumplings lay, 
WTien, lo ! the Monarch, in his usual way, 

Like lightning spoke, •' Wlmt's this? what's this? what? what?" 
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The Apple Dumplings and a King. 



Then taking up a dumpling in his band, 
His cyes with admiration did cxpand — 

And oft did Majosty the dumpling grapple : 
** 'Tis monstrous, monstrous lianl indeiMl/' he cried : 
** Wliat niakos it, pray, so hard?" — The dame replied, 

Low curtsying, ** Please your Majosty, the apple." 

" Very astonisliing indeed I — stränge thing I" 
Turning the dumpling round, rejoin'd the King. 
" 'Tis most extraordinary then, all this is — 
It beats Pinetti's conjuring all to pieces — 
Strange I should never of a dumpling dream — 
But, Gootly, teil me where, where, where's the seam?" 

** Sir, there's no seam," quoth she ; ** I never knew 
That folks did apple dumplings sew." — 
" No ?" cried the staring Monareh with a grin, 
" How, how the devil got the apple in ?" 

Roader, thou likest not my talc — look'st blue — 
Thou art a eourtier — roarcst ** Lies, Lies, Lies !" 
Do, for a moment, stop thy cries — 

I teil theo, roaring infidel, 'tis tnie. 

Why should it not be true ? the greatest men 
May ask a foolish question now and then — 

This is the language of all ages : 
Folly lays many a trap — we ean't escape it : 
Nemo (says some one) omnibus horts sapit : 

Then why not Kings, like me and other sages? 




THE nLGRl]\lS AND THE PEAS. 

PKTKR P1?II>AB. 

HR ACE ol »inners, for im goocl. 

Werf* orfli*f *tl t*> tlw Virjnfin Mnrj' * ^hrhip« 

WIio itl Lort'tto ilweU» iti wax, stano, wrn;nj, 
Aufl in a fair whit<? wig lookM wond'roiii^ fiiu*. 

Fifty long rj>i|o?« Wl tlio^e «iil roguc« to ti»ve), 

WUK Bamcthing in their ftliOTÄ murh vvor^^p llmn grAvd : 



The Pilgrims and the Peas. 



In shorty their tocs so gentle to arau9e, 
The priest had order'd peas into their shoes : 

A nostnim, faroous in old popish timcs, 
For purifying souls that stuiik irith erimcs ; 

A sort of apostolic »alt, 
That i>opi8h parsons for its power cxaU, 
For kecping souls of sinncrs sweet, 
Just as our kitcheii-salt keeps meat. 

The knaves set off oii the samc daj, 
Peas in tlieir shoes, to go and pray : 

But very different was their speed, I wot : 
One of the sinners gallopp'd on, 
Light as a hüllet from a gun ; 

The other limpM a« if he liad l)een shot. 

One Baw the Virgin soon — peccavi eried — 

Had his soul wliitewash'd all so clever ; 
Then home again he nimhly hietl, 

Made fit witli saints ahove to live for cvcr. 

In Coming hack, however, let me say, 

He luet his hrotlier-rogue ahout half way, 

Hobhling with outstretch'd hams and bended knees, 

Damning the souls and bodies of the peas ; 

His eyes in tears, his checks and brows in sweat, 

Deep sympathizing with his groaning feet. 

" How now/' the light-toed, white-wash'd pilgrim broke, 

" You lazy lubber ! " 
** Odds curse it !" eried the other, ** 'tis no joke ; 
My fcet, once hard as any rock, 

Are now as soft as blubber. 

** Exciise me, Virgin Mary, that I swear : 
As for Ix)retto, I shall not get thcre ; 



The Pilgrims and the Peas. 



No ! to the Devil my siiiful soiil must go, 
For hang me if I ha'n't lost cvory toe. 

" But, hrother siniier, ilo explain 
IIow 'tis that you are not in pain ? 

WTiat power hath work*d a wonder for your toes ? 
Whilst I, just like a snail, am crawling, 
Xow swearing, now on saints devoutly bawling, 

Whilst not a rascal comes to ease my woes ? 

** IIow is't that you can like a greyhomid go, 

Merry, as if uought liad happen'd, burn ye?" 
** Why," cried the other, grinning, " you must know, 
That, just before I ventured on my joumey, 
To walk a little more at ease, 
I took the liberty to boil my peas." 
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ADDRESS TO THE TOOTHACHE. 

ROBERT BURXS. 

Y curse iipoii thy venom'd stang,* 
That sboote niy tortui-ed gunis alang ; 
And tlirougli my liigs gies niony a twang, 
AVr gnawing vcngeauce ; 
Tearing niy iiorves wi' bitter pang, 

Like racking engines ! 

Wben fevere bum, or agiie freezes, 
Rhcumatics gnaw, or cliolic sqiieezes ; 
Our ncigbbour's sympatby inay eauc us, 

\Vi' pitying nioan ; 
But tbec — tbou hell o' a' diseases, 

Aye nioeks our groan ! 

O' a' the num'rous human dools,- 

111 har'sts,' daft bargains, cutty-stools, 

(3r worthy friends raked i' the mools,* 

Sad sight to sec ! 
The tricks o' knaves, or fash^ o' fools — 

Tbou bear'st the gree.^ 

Where'er that place be priests ca' hell, 
Wlienee a' the tones o' niisery yell. 
And ranked plagues tlieir nunibers teil. 

In dreadfu' raw, 
Tbou, Tootbaebe, surely bear'st the bell 

Aniang tbeni a' I 

' Paiii. ' Sorniws. ^ Ilarvests. * Buricil. * Tn»uble. * Palm. 



Address to the Toothache. 



O thou grim inischief-nmking cliiel, 
That gars^ tlie notes of discord squec'l, 
Till daft inaiikiiid ait dancc a i*cel 

In göre a shoo-tliii'k, 
Gie a' the faos** \i Scotlaiid"» weal 

A towinond's^ tootlmcbc I 



Mukes. 



Foes. 



Year. 



EPIGKAM. 



JOHN DONNK. 




HY flattcring picture, Phryiie, 's like to thce 
Oiily in this, tliat yoii botb painted be. 




NOTHING. 

GOETHE. TRAN8LATED BY J. 8. DM^GHT. 

Sifl& '^^^ ^^ ™y hcart upon nothiiig, you see ; 
Hurrah ! 
wl And 80 thc world goes well with me. 
Ilurrah ! 

And who Las a mind to be fellow of miue, 

Why, let liim take hold and help mc drain 

These mouldy lees of winc. 



I set my hcart at first upon wealth ; 

Hurrah ! 
And barter'd away niy pcaec and health ; 

But, ah ! 
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Not hing. 



The alippery change went about like air ; 
^od whcn I had clutch'd me a handful here, 
Away it went there. 

I sct m j hcart upon woman ncxt ; 

Hurrah ! 
For her sweet sake was oft perplex'd ; 

But, ah ! 
The false one look'd for a daintier lot, 
The constant one wearied mo out and out, 
The best was not easily got. 

I set my heart upon travels grand, 

Ilurrah ! 
And spurn'd cur piain old fatherland ; 

But, ah ! 
Nought seem'd to be just the thing it should, 
Most comfortless beds and indifferent food, 
My tastes misunderstood. 

I set my heart upon sounding fame ; 

Hurrah ! 
And, lo ! I'm eclipsed by some upstart's namc ; 

And, ah ! 
When in public life I loom'd quite high, 
The folks that pass'd me would look awry : 
Their very worst friend was I. 

And then I set my heart upon war, 

Hurrali ! 
We gain*d some battles with eclat. 

Hurrah ! 
We troubled the foe with sword and flame. 
And some of our friends farcd quite the same. 
I lost a leg for fame. 
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Nothing. 



Now I've »et my heart upon iiotliing, you bco ; 

Hurrah ! 
And the whole wide world belong« to me. 

Hurrah! 
The feast begins to run low, no doubt ; 
But at the old cask well havc onc good Uoiit : 
Come, drink the lecs all out ! 




EPIGRAM. 

O win the maid the Poet ti-ics, 
And sometinies writcs to Julia's ejes ; 
She likes a x^erxe — ^l)ut, eruol wliim, 
She still appoars a-verse to him. 




TKK DEV ILS WALK, 




ROM ItU Urim?<t/uio Ikm!» at l>rL*uk uf tkj, 
Tn vmi liU mmg little tsirm of tlio cnrlU* 

Atltl HL^t* llUW ItlN J^I<R'k gfH\*i Oll, 

in 



The DevtTs IValk. 



And over tlie hill, and over the dalo, 

Hc walkM, and over thc piain ; 
And backwards and forwards hc switchM Iiis long tail, 

Aa a gcnticman Rwitebes his cane. 

And pray liow was the Devil drest ? 

O ! he was in his Sunday's best ; 
Ilis coat was red, and bis breeches were blue, 

With a little hole behind, wbere his tail caine throii^h. 
IIo saw a lawyer killing a vipor, 

On a dunghilK beside bis own stähle ; 
And the Devil sniiled, for it put bim in niind 

Of Cain and his brother Abel. 

An apothecarj, ou a white horse, 

Rode bj on his avocations — 
" Oh !" sajs the Devil, " there's mj old friend 

Dcath in the revelations ! " 
Ho saw a cottage, with a double coach-house ; 

A cottage of gentility ! 
And the Devil was pleased, for his dnrÜng vice 

Is the pride that apes humility. 

IIc stepp'd into a rieh booksoller's shop ; 

Saya he, " Wo arc both of one College : 
For I, myself, sat, like a corniorant, once, 

Ilard by, on the Tree of Knowledge.** 
As he passM tbrough Cold-Bath-Fields, he saw 

A solitary cell : 
And the Devil was charniM, for it gave bim a liint 

For iniproving the prisons of hell. 

He saw a turnkey in a trice 

Fetter a troublesonie jade ; 
*' Ah ! ninible," quoth he, ** do the fingor» niove 

When tbeyVe used to their trade." 



The Devits Walk. 



Ile saw the same tumkey unfetter the samc, 

But with little cxpedition ; 
And the Devil thought on tbe long debates 

On the Slave Trade Abolition. 

Down the river did glide, with wind and with tide, 

A pig, with vast celerity ! 
And the Devil grinn'd, for he saw all the while 
How it cut its own thi'oat, and he thought^ with a smile, 

Of " England's commercial prosperity ! " 

He saw a certain minister 

(A minister to bis mind) 
Go up into a certain house, 

With a majority bchind. 

The Devil quoted Genesis, 

Like a very leanied clerk, 
How ** Noah, and bis creeping tbiiigs, 

Wentup into tbe ark!" 

General Gascoigue's buming face 

He, saw with constemation. 
And back to Hell bis way did take ; 
For the Devil thought, by a slight mistake, 

'Twas the General Conflogration !^ 



' One eveiiing, at the house of the late Dr. Vincent, Professor Porson, being cut 
out at a whist table, was about to take his leave. Mrs. Vincent pressed bim to 
stay, saying, " I know you will not atay, if you are doing nothing ; but the rubber 
will soon be over, when you may go in ; and, in the meantime, take a pen and ink 
at another table, and write us some verses." Dr. Vincent, in the midst of the game, 
seconded this request, and added, '* I will give a subject. You shall suppose that the 
Devil ifl come up among u», to 8ee what we are doing, and you shall teil us what 
Observation» he niukes." Porson obeycd these injunctions, and this amusing jeu- 
tregprit was the result. The DeviPs Walk, with additions, bas beeu claimed also für 
Coleridge and Southey. 




DELIA'S POCKET HANDKEliCHIEF.' 



nODKRT SOUTHKY. 

IS mine I what ncceiits cnii my joy declnre ? 
Biest bc f he pre«Murc of the tlirongitig rout I 
IJleöt be the haiul m linsty of my fair, 
Tlmt left the tempting conier hanging out. 



I envy not the joy tlie pilgiini feels 
After long travel to some distant shrine, 
When at the relic of his saint he kneel» — 
For Dclia's pocket-handkerchief is mine. 

When first with filching fingors I drew noar, 
Keen hope »hot tremulous through overy vein ; 
And when the finish'd deed removed my fear, 
Scarce eould my bounding heart it« joy contaiii. 

What tho* the eighth commandmcnt rose to niind, 
It only 8er\'ed a moment's qualm to move ; 

For thefts like this it eould not be design'd 

The eighth commandment was not made for love I 

llere when she took the macai-oons from me, 
She wiped her mouth to clean the cnnnbs so swoet ; 
Dear napkin ! yes, she wiped her lips in theo I 
Lips sweeter than the macaroons she eat. 

' This is one of the " Love Elegies of Abel Sliufflebottom." 
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Delta s Pocket "handkerchief. 



And when sho took that pincb of Macabaw, 
Tliat mado my love so delicately siiceze, 
Thee to her Romau nose applied I saw, 
And thou art doubly doar for things liko tlieso. 

No washerwoman's filtby band sball e'er, 
Sweet poeket-bandkercbief ! tby wortb profane ; 
For tbo« hast touebM tbe rubies of my fair, 
Aud I will kiss tbee o'cr and o'er a«raiu. 



A CONJUGAL CONUNDRUM. 

[fr GM PUNXH.] 




IIICII is of greater value, prytbee, say, 

Tbe Bride or Bridegroom? — must tbe trutb be told ? 
Alas, it must ! Tbe Bride is given awoy — 
Tbe Bridegroom's often regularly sold. 
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COOL REFLECTIONS. 



ROBERT BOUTHEY. 




SPARE mo — sparo me, Phcebus ! if, indocd, 
Thou hast not Ict anothor Phaeton 
Drivo earthwarils thy ficrce stceds and fiory car ; 
Mercy ! I molt ! I mclt ! no troo, no biisli, 
No »heiter ! not a breath of stirring air, 
East, West, or North, or South ! Dear god of day, 
Put on thy nightcap ! erop tliy locks of light, 
And be in the fashion ! tum tliy back upon u», 
And lot thy bcanis flow upward ; niake it night 



Cool Reßections. 



Instcad of noon I ono little miracle, 
In pity, geutle Phoubu» ! 

What a joy, 
Oh, what a joy to be a seal, aiid flounder 
Oll an ice island ! or to bave a den 
With thü white bear, cavern'd in polar suow I 
It were a comfort to shake haiids wilh Death, 
Ile has a rare cold band I to wrap one's seif 
lu the gift shirt Deianeira sent, 
Dipt in the blood of Nessus, just to keep 
The sun off ; or toast checsc for Beelzebub, 
That were a cool employment to this journey, 
Along a road whose white intensity 
AVould make platiua uncougealable 
Like quicksilver. 

Were it niidnight I sbould walk, 
Scif-lanthonrd, saturatc with sunbcams, Jovc ! 
O, gentle Jove I bave mercy, and once more, 
Kick that obdurate Phcebus out of beaven ! 
Givo Boreas the wind-cholic, tili be roara 
For cardamum, and drinks down peppermint, 
Making wbat's left as prccious as Tokay. 
Send Mercury to salivate the sky, 
Till it dissolves in rain. O, gentle Jove ! 
By Bome such little kindness to a wrctch, 
WTio feels bis niarrow spoiling bis best coat, 
WTio swells with calorique, as if a Prester 
Had leavon'd every limb with poison-yeast ; 
Lend me tbine eagle just to Aap bis wings, 
And fan me, and I will build temples to thee, 
And turn true Pagan. 

Not a cloud nor breeze, 
O, you inoöt heatben Deities ! if ever 
My bonos reacb bome (for the flesb upou tbem, 
That batb resolved itself into a dew), 
I sball bave learnt owl-wisdoni. Thou vile Phcebus ! 
Set me a Persian sun-idolater 

17V 



Cool Reflections. 



Upon this turnpiko road, and VW convcrt liini 

Witli no Inquisitorial arguinent 

Hut thiiie owii fii^e». Now woc Ik? to nie, wretch, 

That I wa« in a liorctie country boni ! 

KW might somc nia»s für tlie ]K>or bouIs that blcach, 

And buni away the calx of tlieir offtMict's, 

In tliat great Purgatory cmcible, 

I lelj) nie, O Jupiter ! niy poor coniplexiun ! 

1 am nm<le a copper-Indian of aln'ady, 

And if no kindly eloud will pnrasol nie 

My very cellulai' menibrano will Ik» changed, 

1 »hall be negin>6ed. 

A bi'ook ! a brook ! 
Oh, what a Bwcet cool »ound I 

'Tifl very nectar ! 
It runs likc lifo thro' every strengthen'd liuib ! 
Nynij)h of the streaiu, now take my gratefui prayer. 
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THE LOVER AND TUE LAP-DOG. 



SAMVKL TAYLOR COLKRIDHE. 



medio de foute leporum 

Surgit amari aliquid. — Lucret, 



ULIA was blcst with beauty, wit, and gracc : 
Sinall pocts loved to sing her blooming face. 
I\-^ Jk'fore lier altars, lo ! a numcrous train 

PrcferrM their vows ; yct all preferrM in vain : 
Till cliarming Florio, born to conquer, canic. 
And toiicird the fair onc with an equal flamc. 
The flanio hIic feit, and ill could she conceal 
Wliat everv look and action would reveal. 



The Lover and the Lap-dog, 



Witli boldnesd thcn, whicb »eldoni fails to niove, 
llc ploods tlio cause of marriagc and of lovc ; 
Tlic course of hymeneal joj's he rouiids, 
The fair one'a eyes datice pleosurc at the sounds. 
Naught now rcmainM but ** Xoe»''— -how little meaiit- 
And the s>reet coyneiiä that cndeare consent. 
The youth upon his knecs enraptured feil : — 
The Strange uiisfortune, oh ! what words can teil ? 
Teil I ye ueglected sylplis ! who lap-dogs guard, 
\\liy snatch'd ye not away your precious ward ? 
Why suffer'd ye the lover's weight to fall 
On the ill-fated neck of much-loved Ball ? 
The favourite ou his mistress casta his eyes, 
Giyes a melancholy howl, and — dies ! 

Sacred his ashos lic, and long his rest ! 
Anger and grief divido poor Julia'» breast. 
Her eyes she fix*d on guilty Florio first, 
On bim the storm of angry grief must hurst. 
That storm he fled : — he woos a kinder fair, 
Whose fond atFoctions no dcar puppios share. 
'Twere vain to teil how Julia pincd away ; — 
Unhappy fair, that in onc luckless day 
(From future alnmnacks the day bc cross'd I) 
At onco her lover and hur lap-dog lost I 
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TUE KNIFE-GßlNDER. 

A DIALOGUE IN 8APPHICS BY GKOBGE CANXING. 
FRIEND OF HUMAXITyJ 

EED Y Knife-grinder ! whithcr are you going ? 
Roiigh is tho road — ^your whoel is out of order — 
Blcok blows tho blast ; your hat has got a hole in't, 
So have your breeches ! 

" Woory Kuife-grindor ! Jittlo think tho proud onea, 
Who in thoir ooaohes roll along tho turnpikc- 
Road, what hard work 'tis orying all day * Knives and 

Soiäsars to grind O ! ' 

** Teil me, Knife-grinder, how you oame to grind kniveg? 
Did some rieh man tyrannically use you ? 
Was it the squiro ? or paraon of tho parish ? 

Or the attorney ? 

** Was it tho squire, for killing of his gamo ? or 
Covotous parson, for his tithes distraining? 
Or roguish lawycr, made you loso your littlo 

All in a lawsuit ? 

** (Ilavo you not read the Rights of Man, by Tom Paine ?) 
Drops of compassion tremblo on my eyelids, 
Ready to fall, as soon os you have told your 

Pitiful Story." 



' The ** Friend of Humanity " wm intended for Mr Tiemev, M. P. for Soiitli - 
wark, who in early times was aniong the more forward of the Kefurmers. Ile wa^ 
an aa&iduous niember of the ** Society of Friends of the People.*' 



T^he Knife -grinder. 



This poor old hat and brecchcs, as you sec, werc 

Toru in a scuffle. 

" Constables came up for to take me into 
Custody ; thcy took me beforc the justice ; 
Justice Oldmixon put me in the parish- 

Stocks for a vagrant. 

** I should be glad to drink your Honour's health in 
A pot of beer, if you will give me sixpence ; 
But for my part, I never love to meddle 

With politicsy sir.*' 

FBERND OF HUMANITY. 

** / give thee sixpence ! I will see thee damn'd first — 
Wretch ! whom no sense of wrongs can rouso to vengeancc — 
Sordid, unfeeling, reprobate, degraded, 

Spiritless outcaat I " 

\^K\ckt the Knife-grinderf avertums his whee/, and exit in a trantpnrt of 
Republican enthusiasm and unwenai phüanthropy.'} 
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THE UNIVEK8ITY OF GOTTIKOKN* 




!IENE*ER wUh liaggiml v\v& 1 virw 
TliiK ilungtHit] tliiit Vm ruttiiig in* 
I thhik uf Üiiim; eornjituiiuiis tnie 
A\lio iituilied with irie at tlio V — 

— niversitj of Uoitingcru 

[ Wteptt, amlpuih tmta h/ue hrffiief, Witk whi^ Ae Jn/jr* Ai* 

SwecH kerchiüf, check'd vvitli hfavi'aljr bliits 

Wlncb otux tny love i^t karüttiiig tu l — 
,\Jiis 1 MulilUii tben wa» trui? I 
AI lü<L8r I tlifjught sti nt the U — 

— ti i viTbi t^\ of ( j utt I n »;uti— 
— »fversitj of üoltm|rciu 



l'he Univers ity of Gottingen. 



ßarbs ! Barbs ! alas ! how swift you flow 

Her neat post-waggon trotting in ! 
Ye bore IVf atilda from mj view ; 
Forlom I languish'd at the U — 

— niversity of Gottingen — 
— niversity of Gottingeu. 

This faded form ! this pallid hue ! 

Thifl blood my vcins is clotting in, 
My ycars are many — they wcre few 
When first I onter'd at the U — 

— niversity of Gottingen — 
— niversity of Gottingen. 

Therc firat for tliee my passion grew, 
Sweet I sweet Matilda Pottingen I 
Thou wast the daughtcr of my tu — 
— tor, law professor at the U — 

— niversity of Gottingen — 
— niversity of Gottingen. 

Smi, moon, and thou vain world, adieu, 

That kings and priests are plotting in : 
Ilere doom'd to starve on water gru — 
— el, never shall I see the U — 

— niversity of Gottingen^ — 
— niversity of Gottingen. 

\^DuT\ng the hut itanza RooERO daslies hii head repeatedly 
againstthe italh o/hi$ prison ; and^ßnally, so hard ai to 
produre. n vi$ible contusion ; fte ihen throwi hinueif on the 
floor in an agony. The curtain dropg; the music »tili 
continuing to play tili it is whoUy faUen. 




BEN BLOCK, 



THOMAll OtBDIN* 




EN BLOCK vvfia li vctViiti of nuval renöflrn. 

And rcnowii was \m oniy rcwoi'cl ; 
Fqt The Boiii-d still iiogit'ftod ULs merrts* lo <irawn^ 
As HO int'rc^t he hdd with my lonl. 
Yet brave n^ iiKI Benhow wnij attmlj UIJ Ben, 

AfLil heM laugh at tlic t-'nuixou*^ lotid rtjjir : 
Wben the dcaUi-dcuIiiig broads^lde made worm*i nieat of men, 
Ami the scuppers werc atrcÄining witli goix». 



Ben Block. 



Nor could a lieutenant's poor stipend provoke 

The staunch tar to despise scanty prog ; 
For his biscuit he'd crack, turn his quid, crack his joke, 

And drown care in a jorum of grog. 
Thus, year after ycar, in a subaltem state, 

Poor Ben for his king fought and bled ; 
Till time had unroof d all the thatch from bis pate, 

And the hair from his temples had fled. 



When, on humbly saluting, with sinciput bare, 

A First Lord of the Admiralty onee ; 
Says his lordship, " Lieutenant, you've lost all your hair, 

Since I last had a peep at your sconce." 
" Why, niy lord," replied Ben, " it with truth niay be said, 

While a bald pate I long have stood under, 
There have so many captains walk'd over my head, 

That to See me quite scalp'd 'twere no wonder." 




ODE TO THE TREAB^MILL. 

rmAnhVM i.Aini. 

f. 
IPi. N8PrRE iTiy ^pirit. 8[ijtit of Dt- ^^w^ 
!]i Tlinf sflng tjie PilJory* 
In loftier ntniinH to »hov? 
A liiore subHm*> Mucliine 
Tiinn that, wliero thuu vixnl 'ät'i^n 
WltU rtcck oyt-stretdit *ini! shmildera ill nwrv, 
Court Iu;[I cüfli-w plauüiti« fi^m vilc ecowd» liolnw*- 



L 



Thtkt paiiit'541 tlje ^tnfG 

Ajid dl thc ntkcd ill« of «avtigi* lifo, 

Fttr ttliüvo Koiisacnii ? 

ItKt 



Ode to the Treadmill. 



Kather myself had stood 

In that ignoble wood, 

Bare to thc mob, on holyday or high day. 

If nought eise could atoue 

For waggish hbel, 

I swear on Bible, 

I would have spared him for thy sake aloue, 

Man Friday ! 

III. 
Out ancestors' were sour days, 
Great Master of Romance ! 
A milder doom had fallen to thy chance 
In our days : 
Thy sole assignment 
Some solitary confinemcnt, 
(Not worth thy care a carrot,) 
Where, in world-hidden cell 
Thou thy own Crusoe might have acted well, 
Only without the parrot ; 
By sure experience taught to know, 
Whether the qualms thou makest him fecl werc truly such or no. 

IV. 

But stay ! methinks in statelier measure — 

A more companionable pleasui-e — 

I see thy steps the mighty Tread-Mill trace, 

(The subject of my song, 

Delay'd however long,) 

And some of thino own race, 

To keep thee Company, thou bring'st with theo along. 

There with thee go, 

Liiik'd in like sentence, 

With regulated pace and footing slow, 

Each old acquaintance, 

Kogue thief — that live to future ages 

Through many a labour'd tome, 



Ode to the Treadmill. 



Rankly embalm'd tu thy too natural pages. 
Faith, fricnd De Foe, thou art quite at home ! 
Not onc of tliy great oflFspring thou dost lack, 
From pirate Singleton to pilfering Jack. 
Here Flandrian Moll her brazen incest brags ; 
Vicc-stript Roxana penitent in rags, 
There points to Amy, trcading equal chimes, 
The faithful handmaid to her faithless crimes. 

V. 

Incompetent my soug to raise 

To its just height tliy praise. 

Great Mill ! 

That by thy motion proper 

(No thanks to wind, or sail, or working rill,) 

Grinding that stubboni corn, the Human will, 

Turn'st out men^s consciences, 

That were begrimed beforc, as clean and sweet 

As flour from purest wheat, 

Into thy hopper. 

All reformation short of theo but nonsense is, 

Or human or divine. 

VI. 

Compared with theo, 

What are the labours of that Jumping Sect, 

Which feeble laws connive at ratlier than respect ? 

Thou dost not bump, 

Orjump, 

But walk nien into virtue ; betwixt crime 

And slow repentance giving breathing time 

And leisure to be good ; 

Instructing with discretion demi-reps 

How to direct their steps. 

vu. 
Thou best philosopher made out of wood ! 
Not that which framed thy tub, 



Ode to the TreadmilL 



Where säte the Cynic cub, 

With nothing in his hosoin synipathctic ; 

Butfrom those gi-oves derived, I tloeni, 

Where Plato niirsed his dreani 

Of immortahty ; 

Seeing thot clearly 

Thy System all is merely 

Peripatetic. 

Thou to thy pupils dost such lessons give 

Of how to live 

With temperanee, sobriety, niorality, 

( A new art,) 

That froni thy sehool, by Force of virtuoiis deeds, 

F^ch Tyro now proceeds 

A '* Walking Stewart!'' 
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MALimOOCK. 

TRANSLATED BY HKNRY WADSWOHTII LONOFF.LLOW. 




ALBROOC'K, tho princo of Commander», 
I» gone to the war in Flanders : 
Ilis fame is liko Aloxandcr's ; 

liut wIicMi will he cver come home ? 
Mii*onton, mironton, mirontaine. 



Perhaps at Trinity Fcast, or 
Perhaps he may come at Easter, 
Egad I he had better make haste, or 
We fear he inay n<jver come. 
Mironton, <tc. 

For Trinity Feast i.s over» 
And has brought no knews fi-om Dover, 
And Easter is pass'd, moreover, 
And Malhroock Btill delavs. 



Malbroock. 



Milady in her watch-tower 
Spends niany a pensive hour, 
Xot knowing whj or how her 

Dear lord from England stays. 

Wliile sitting quitc forlorn in 
That tower, she spies retuming 
A pnge clad in deep mourning, 
With fainting steps and slow. 

'* O page, prithee come faster I 

What news do you bring of vour mastcr ? 

I fear there is sonic disaster, 

Your looks are so füll of woe." 

'* The news I bring, fair lady," 
With son'owful accent said he, 
•^ Is one you are not ready 
»So soon, alas ! to heai-. 

** But since to speak l'm humed," 
Added this page. quite flun-ied, 
'* Malbroock is dead and buried ! '* 
And here he shed a tear. 



** Jle's dead ! He's dead as a herring ! 
For I beheld bis herringy 
And four officers transferring 

Ilis corpse away from the field. 

** One officer carried bis sabre, 
And he carried it not without labour, 
Mach envying bis next neighbour, 
Wbo only bore a shield. 



Malbroock. 



'* The thinl was holinot boarer- 
That helnict whivh oii itn woarei* 
Fiird all who wiw it with tcrror. 
And cüvor'd a heru'» brain«. 

** Now having got so far, 1 
Find, tliat — hy tlie Lord Harry I- - 
Tlic fourth is left nutliing to carry : — 
So thore tlic tliing remains/' 

Miront4>n, mirontoii, mirontaino. 




THE LITTLE MAN ALL IN GREY. 

J. P. DK BKRANURR. TRANSLATED 11 Y AMKLIA B. EDWARDS. 

§N Paris a qiioer littk* man von may scc, 
A littlo man all in /]frey ; 
Kosy and nmnd as an apple is he, 
Content with thc pit?sent, wbate'er it may bc, 
AVTiile from caix> and from cash he is oqually free. 
And mcrry both night and day I 

** Mafol! I langh at tbe world/' says he, — 
** I laugli at the world, and tbe world lauglis at mc ! '' 
What a gay little man in grey I 



lle runs after the girls, like a great many more, 
This little man all in grey ; 
He aings, falls in love and in debt o'er and o'er. 
And drinks witbout wasting a thought on the score : 
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The Little Man all in Grey. 



Ami tlieii in tlie facv uf u dun shuta his door, 

Or keeps out of tlie bailiff'a wny. 

** Ma foi ! 1 lau^h at the world," sajs lie, - 

** 1 laujrh at the world, and the world laughs at me !" 

What a ^ay little man in givy ! 

AMien the rain conies in through the broken pane», 

Thia little man all in grey 
Goea to hed content, and never complaina. 
And, though winter he chilling the blood in hia veina, 
Blows hia frost-hitten iingers, and merrily feigna 
Not to eai*e for a fire to-day ! 

*• Ma foi ! 1 laugh at the world," aaya he, — 
' I laugh at the world, and the world laughs at me I" 
MTiat a gay little man in ^rvs I 

The prettieat wife one netnl wish to {»osafs.i 

Ilas thia little man all in gioy ; 
But the world will talk, and I nuist confess 
That her exquisite taste, and her elegant dress 
lA»ad othei's to wonder — perliaps to gucss 
That her lovers, peichaiice, niny ]»ay. 

Still her Imshand looks on. '* Ma foi !^' aays he,- - 
*' 1 laugh at the world, and the world laughs at me !'^ 
AN'hat a gay little man in grey I 

Now rackM hy the gout, oii his comfortless hed 

Lies this little man all in grey ; 
And the priest, witli his hmik and his shavcn head, 
Comes and talks of the devil, the grave, and the dead, 
Till the .sick man's patience is wholly fled. 
And he fiightens the priest away I 

*' Ma foi ! I laugh at the devil," says he, — 
*• I laugh at the world. and the world laughs at me I" 
AVliat a gay little man in grey I 




THE PLAYKOtJSF; IN FLAMES. 



EOBACK SMlTIt. 




II ad ftlept iii c^fiiln^tiii^ ^löom» 
Start eil wkh terror and fturprise, 
WHt'ti light first Hash'd upon her oj^i^ 
So IjoiKifjn*» »ona in niglitfnp woko» 

In bec^gown woke her tlanit^p, 
For shoutÄ wert* henrd *mifi tiro ftnd ?^m*ikr«, 
AntI tU'ice t-cn hiinflrcil soici^s .^p»kf% 
" The Playhouw^ i% in flumi^* I'* 
in 



The Playhouse in Flames, 



And lo I whero CAtherine Street extendn, 
A fierv tail its lustre lends 

To everv wiiidow |>ane : 
Hlushes each »|H)ut in Martlet Court, 
And Barbican, moth-eaten fort, 
And CWent (ianlen kennel», »port 

A bright ensanguinod drain : 
MeuxV new l^rewhouse sbows tbe ligbt. 
liowland lliU's cha|>el, and tbe beigbt 

Mliere patent sliot tboy seil : 
Tbe Tennis Court, so fair and tall, 
Partakes tlie ray, witb SurgiH)ns' Hall, 
Tbe ticket- porters' bousc of call, 
Old IJedlani, dose» by l^oiidon Wall, 
Wrigbt's sbrinip and oyster sbop witbal. 

And Ilicbanlsoirs Hotel. 
Nor tbese alone, but far and wide 
Aerosa tbe Tbames's ^leaniin^ tide, 
To distJint fields tbe blaze was borne. 
And daisy wbite, and boary tborn 
In borrowM lustre se<'niM to sbain 
Tbe rose or \\h\ swcot Wil-li-ani. 

To tbose wbo on tbe bills around 

Hebeid tbe ilanies froni Dniry's niound. 
As froin a lofty altar rise ; 

It seeinM tbat nations did conspiic 

To offer to tbe God of Hre 
Sonic vast stupendous sacriHie I 
Tbe sunimonM firenien woke at call. 
And bicd tbcni to tbeir stations all. 
Startin«:^ froni sbort and biokeii simozc. 
Kacb sou<i:bt bis ponderous bobiuiird sbo<'s 
Hut tirst bis woi-sted bösen plied, 
Hlusb breecbes next in crinison dycd. 

II is nctber bulk cnibraced : 
Tbcn jacket tbick of red or blue, 
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T^he Playhouse in Flames. 



AN'hoae rnartsy shouldor gav« to y'w\s 
The badge of each respective crew, 

In tin or copper traced. 
The eugines thunder'd through the stieet, 
Fire-hook, pipe, bücket, all completo, 
.Vnd torehes glared, and clattering feet 

Along the pavement paceil. 

And one, the loader of the band, 
From Charing Gross, along the Strand, 
Like stag by beagles hunted hard. 
Ran tili he »topp*d at Vin'gar Yard. 
The burning badge bis Shoulder l)ore, 
The belt and oiUskin hat he wore, 
The cane he had bis men to bang, 
Show'd forenian of the British gang. 
Ilis name was Higginbottom ; now 
'Tis meet that I should teil you how 

The others came in view ; 
The Hand- in- Hand the race begun, 
Then came the Phoenix and the Sun, 
The Exchange, where old insurers run, 

The Eagle, where the new : 
With these came Kumford, Buniford, Cole, 
Kobins, froni llockley in the Hole, 
Lawson and Dawson, cheek by jowl, 

Crunip, from St. Giles's Pound : 
Whitford and Mitford join'd the train, 
Huggins and Muggins, from Chick Laue, 
And Clutterbuck, who got a sprain 

liefere the Plug was found. 
Hobson and Jobson did not sleep, 
But ah ! no trophy could they reap, 
For both were in the Donjen Keep 

Of BrideweU's gloomy mound ! 
E'en Higginbottom now was posed, 
For sadder scene was ne'er disclosed ; 
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The Playhouse in Flames. 



Withüut, witlüa» iu hidcouü show, 
Uevouriiig tlauies reaistleös glow. 
And blazing rafters downward go, 
Aiid iiever lialloo, ** Headü below I" 

Nur iiotice give at all : 
The firemeii, terrified, are »low 
Tu bid tliu pumpiiig torrcut flow, 

F'ur fear the roof should fall. 
Back, Rubins, back ! Crunip, stand aloof ! 
W'hitfurd, keep near the walls ! 
Iluggins, regard your uwn behouf, 
Für lü ! the blazing, roeking roof 

Down, düwn in thunder falls ! 

An awful pause aucceeds the stroke, 
And u'er the ruin's volumed smoke, 
Itelling aruund its pitchy shruud, 
Conceard them from th' astouish'd crowd. 
At length the mist awhile was clear'd, 
When, lü I amid the wreck upi-oar'd, 
Gradual a moving head appoar'd. 

And Eagle firenien knew 
'Twas Joseph Muggins, name reverod, 

The foi*enian of their crew. 
Loud shouted all in sign of woe, 
*' A Muggins, to the rescue, ho I'' 

And pourM the hissing tide ; 
Meanwhile the Muggins fought aniain, 
And strove and struggled all in vain, 
For, rallying but to fall again, 

Jle totterd. sunk, and died I 

Did none attempt, before he feil, 
To succour one they loved so well ? 
Yes, lligginbottom did as[ure 
(llis firenmn's soul was all on fire) 
H is brother chief to save ; 
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The Playhouse in Flames. 



But ah ! his reckless generous ire 

SeiTcd but io share his grave ! 
'Mid blazing beams and sealding streams, 
Through fire and smokc ho dauntless broke, 

\Miere Muggins broke before ; 
But sulphury stench and boiling drencli 
Destrojing sight, o'erwhelm'd him quite, 

He sunk to rise no more. 
Still o'er his head, while Fatc he braved, 
His whizzing water-pipe he waved ; 
** A\Tiitford and Mitford, ply your pumps ; 
You, Clutterbuck, come, stir your stumpa, 
WTiy are you in such doleful dumps ? 
A fireman, and afraid of bumpa ! 
WTiat are they fear'd on ? fools ! 'od rot 'em ! ' 
Were the last words of Higginbottom. 
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TUE VEXTRILOQUIST. 

SIR WALTER RCOTTJ 

F yoro, in Old England, it wn« not thought good 
To carry two visages iindor one hood : 
ANTiat shoiild fulks say to yonl who have faocR so plenty, 
That from nnder one hood you last night show'd us twenty ! 
Stand forth, arch doceivor, and teil us in tnith, 
Are you handsome or ngly, in age or in youth ? 
Man, woman or ehild — a dog or a mouse? 
Or an» you, at onoo, cach live thing in tlie house? 
Ench live thing did I a^k ? — oaoh dead iniplement, too, 
A Workshop in your pei"soii — saw, chisel, and serew I 
Ahovc all, are you one individual ? — l know 
Vou nuist he, at least, Alexan(he and Co. 
liut I think you're a troop, an assenihlage, a nioh. 
And that l, an the sheriff,' sliould take up the joh: 
And, instead of reliearsing your wonders in verse, 
Must read yrm the riot-aet, and hid you disperse! 

' Addressed to Monsieur Alexandre, a populär ventriloquist. 
s'^ Sir Walter S«'ott wiis Sheriff of Solkirkshire. 




MfNERVA'S TmMBI.E. 



rnuMA^ MoiHii':- 






OtrNG JoMHit'a ftHt ftll the dav, 

V Hör niHHlle ^ri|;!it. iiosflockKl Inv* 

Je«Bj* 'tis in mIIl* lirniif^ 

Thal lavr *vnd mi*<^liic*r afo mowt ninitilL* ; 



AttrJ new its Htnning w«yt* «o wilj, 
Tlip mngnff near Iho ne^MlUi laiil, 



Minerva s Thimble. 



Tho nooiUo, liavinij nau^ht to do. 

Was plea»od to let the mahnet wheodlo, 

Till clow^r still tlie tempter drow. 

And ofF, at lcn|rth, oloped tho iioodle. 

Now, had this noedle tum'd it8 eye 

T« »oiiK» jr"V retieule's eonstnietioii. 
It neVr had strayM from duty'» tie, 

Nor feit a magnet's sly Reduetion. 
Girls, would you keep tranqiiil heart», 

Vour snowy fiii^n* must he ninihle ; 
The »afest shield np^ainst the dailK 

()f Ciipid, i» Minen-a'» thimhle. 




A PUBLISUER'S EPISTLE. 

THOMAS MOBK. 

Eß post, sir, we send jour MS. — ]ook*d it through— 
Vcry öoiTjr — but can't undcrtokc — 'twouldii*t do. 
Clever work, »ir ! — would (/et uj> prodigiously well — 
Its uiily defect is — it never would »eil. 

And though statesmen may glory in being utibotu/ht, 

In an autlior 'tiä not so desirable thougbt. 

Ilard times, sir, — most books are too dear to be read — 
Thougli the fjold of Good-sense and Wit's small'cJiange are fled, 
Yet the paptr we publishers pass, in their stead, 
Rises higher each day, and ('tis frightful to think it) 
Not cven such names as F — izg — r — d's can suik it ! 

llowever, sir — \i you're for trying again, 
And at somewhat that's vendible — wo are your men. 

Since the Chevalier C — rr took to marrying latcly, 
The trade is in want of a t raveller greatly — 
No Job, sir, niore easy — your countnj once plann'd, 
A month aboard ship and a fortnight on land 
Puts your quarto of Travels, sir, clean out of band. 

An E&st-India pamphlet's a thing that would teil — 
And a lick at the Papist« is stire to seil well. 
Or — supposing youVo nothing orujinal in you — 
Write parodies, sir, and such fame it will win you, 
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A Publisher's Epistle. 



You'll get to the blue-ätuckin«; rouU of Albinia ! 
(Mind — iiot to her dimiern — a secmul-hatid mu»e 
MuHtn't think uf aspiring to mess with the blues,) 
Or — iu case nothing eise in this worM you can do — 
The deuee it* in't, »ir, if you canuot revitw ! 

Should you feel any touch {}( poetical glow, 
WVve a öchcnic to suggest — Mr. Sc — tt, you must know, 
(Who, we'iv sorry to say it, now works for tfu^ Jttow,) 
llaving quitted the Boixlers, to seek new renowii, 
Is Coming, by long (juaito stages, to town ; 
And beginning with Kokoby (the job's 8Ui*e to pay) 
Means to do all the gentlemen's seata on the way. 
Now, the scheme is (though none of our hackneyn can beat hiiu) 
To Start a fresli poct through llighgate to weet liim ; 
Who, by means of quick pi*oofs — no revise» — long coaches — 
May do a few villas, before 8c — tt approaches. 
Indeed, if our PegaHus be not cui*st shabby, 
lle'U rcach, without found'ring, at lea«t Wobuni-Abbey. 
Such, öir, is our plan — if yuu*ie up to the freak, 
'Tis a niutch I and we'll put you in tralnitKj next weck. 
At piesent, no niorc — in iv\Ay to thi.s lottcr, a 
Line will oblige wvy uuic-li 

Yours, et cetera. 



Temple of the Muses. 




'm^: j)K\iuN-sniF. 



Till*« ^^ IIUOIL 



WAÄciff tlie Wüsh — tlio äim wnit flown — ^thr sion Iot>k'il hlöt*k aiKl grini. 
For **fftr'rny <'1ou*1ä, wltli inurky flc^orr* wen* mimtOTinf,^ nl ihc* Ivrini J 
IHtiiTHc »hitlU^s ! cnoiMiüUH glooni I — iiä if the äuHiI tiigltt 
Of Erebufl toap »iMidonlT tu H*m' iipon tlio li^ht ! 

With auch a tlmk coii&|Hrnc>* Ix^twff^ii ihc* ava ami -^li v ' 




Down WL*Mt nrv ht*lm-— cIübü reefil — tln* luck Itt^M firi-ly in my biUül 
Witli liitüHÄt ^ntig — I put nbout, auil ÄCtulil**il for tbc Jarnl 
Louii liiÄsM tlio aun lM>n*»&tli Ikt Itn* — my \\U\t* \»nit fli^w fnsT, 
Hut ffLHter still tiie r«j»liing at*>rm t'aiiie Unriif* trpoTi iho lilrt«!* 
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The Demon-Ship. 

Lord ! what a roaring hurricaiie l)osct the straining sali ! 

WTiat furious sleet, with level drift, and fierce assaults of hail ! 

What darksome caverns yawn'd beforc I what jagged steeps behind ! 

Like battle steetls, witli foamy niancs, wild tossing in the wind. 

Each aftcr cach sank down astern, exhausted in the chase, 

But where it sank nnother rose and gallop'd in its place ; 

As black fs^ night — they turn'd to white, and cast against the cloud 

A snowy sheet, as if eacli surge upturnM a sailor's shroud : — 

Still flow my boat ; alas ! alo^ I her course was nearly run ! 

Behold yon fatal billuw risc — ivw biliows heap*d in one ! 

With fearful speed the dreary nmss came rolling, roHing, fast, 

As if the scooping sea contain'd one only wave at last ! 

Still on it came, with horrid roar. a swift pui-suing grave ; 

It seem'd as though sonie clond had turn'd its hugeness to a wave ! 

Its briny sleet began to beat beforehand in niy face — 

I feit the rearward keel begin to clinib its swelling base I 

I saw its alpine hoai'y head inipendiiig over mine ! 

Another pulse — and down it rusliM — an avalanche of brine ! 

Brief pause had I, on God to ery, or think of wife and home ; 

The watei-s closed — and when I sluiikM, I .shriek'd below the foam ! 

Beyond tliat rush 1 have no liint of any aftor decd — 

For I was tossing on the wasto. as sonsoloss as a woe<l. 



*' WTiere am I? in the broathing world, or in the world of death?' 
With sharp aiul sudden pang I drcw another birth of breath ; 
My eyes drank in a doubttul light, my ears a doubtful sound — 
And was that ship a real sliip wliose tackle scemM around ? 
A moon, as if tlie earthly moon, was shining up aloft ; 
But were those beams the very beams that I had seen so oft ? 
A face, that mockM the human face, before me watch'd alone ; 
But were those eyes the eyes of man that lookM against my own ? 

Oh ! never may the moon again disclose me such a sight 
As met my gaze, when first I look'd. on that accursed night I 
Fve seen a thousand horrid shapes begot of fierce extremes 
Of fever; and most frightful things have haunted in my dreams — 



The Demon-Ship. 

Hjenas — cats — blood-Ioving bats — and apes witli hatcful stan?, — 
Pernicious snakes, and shaggy bulls — the Hon, and she-bear — 
Strong enemics, with Judas looks, of treacbery and spite — 
Detested features, hardly dimm'd and banish'd by the light ! 
Pale-sbeeted ghosts, witb gory locks, upstarting from their tombs — 
All phantasies and images that flit in midnigbt glooms — 
Hags, goblins, demons, lcmui*es, have made me all agbast, — 
But nothing like that Grimly One who stood bcside the mast ! 

His cheek was blaek — hia brow was black — bis eyes and hair as dark : 
His band was black, and where it touch'd, it left a sable mark ; 
His throat was black, his vest the same, and when I look'd beneath, 
His breast was black — all, all, was black except his grinning teeth. 
His sooty crew were like in hue, as black as Afric slaves ! 
Oh, horror ! e' en the ship was black that plough'd the inky waves ! 

" Alas !" I cried, " for love of truth and blessed mercy's sake, 
Where am I ? in what dreadful ship ? upon what dreadful lake ? 
AiVTiat shape is that, so very grim, and black as any coal? 
It is Mahound, the Evil One, and lic has gain'd my soul ! 
Oh, mother dear ! my tender nurse ! dear meadows that beguiled 
My happy days, when I was yet a little sinless child, — 
My mother dear — my native iields, I never more shall see : 
I'm sailing in the Devil's Ship, upon the Devil's Sea ! *' 

Loud laugh'd that Sable Mariner, and loudly in return 
His sooty crew sent forth a laugh that rang from stem to stem — 
A dozen pair of grimly cheeks were crumpled on the noncc — 
As many sets of grinning teeth canie shining out at once : 
A dozen gloomy shapes at once enjoy'd the merry fit, 
With shriek and yell, and oaths as well, like Demons of the Pit. 
They crow'd their fill, and then the Chief made answer for the whole : — 
" Our skins," said he, " are black ye see, because we carry coal ; 
You'll find your mother sure enough, and see your native fields — 
For this here ship has pick'd you up — tho Mary Ann of Shields !*' 
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FAITHLESS SALLY BROWN. 



1 llOMAfä llOCili. 




OtJNO Ben \u: whb a nice voung mfili, 
A Ciirpenlor by trfltlc : 
Afid ho feil in love witli Süllj Brüwn» 
'Jlial WAS II Ia4)''ä iimiJ. 



But m they felcird li walk onc day, 
They ünot a press-garig crew ; 

AimI Sally slic ilkl faint nway» 
Whili^t lU-n \w was l^rought to. 



Faithless Sally Brown. 



The Büatäwuiu swoi*e witli wicketl words, 

Eiiough to shock a saint, 
That though she did »ceni in a tit, 

'Twas nothing but a feint. 

** Come, girl," said hc, '* hold up your head, 

IleMl be as good as me ; 
For when your tswain is in our boat, 

A boatswain he will be.'' 

So when they'd niade their game of her, 

And takeu off her elf, 
She roused, and found she only was 

A Coming to herseif. 

** And is he gone, and is he gone?" 

She cried, and wept outright : 
*' Then I will to the watcr-side. 

And see him out of sight." 

A waterman came up to her, 
" Now, young woman," said he, 

** If you weep on so, you will make 
Eye-watcr in the sea." 

** ^Vlas ! they've taken my beau, Ben, 

To sail with old Benbow ;" 
And her woe began to run afresh, 

As if she'd said, Gec woe ! 

Says he, ** Thcy'vc only taken him 

To the Tender-ship, you see." 
** The Tender-ship," cried Sally Brown, 

** ^\^lat a hanl-ship that must be ! 



Oh ! would I were a mermaid now, 
For then I'd foUow him ; 



Faithless Sally Brown. 



Buty oh ! — Vm not a fish-woniaii. 
And 80 I cannot swim. 

** Alas ! I was not born beneath 

The virgin and the scales, 
So I muat curee my cniel stars, 

And walk about in Wales." 

Now Ben had sail'd to manj a place 
That's underneath the world ; 

But in two yeai-s the ship came home, 
And all her sails were furrd. 

But when he caU'd on Sallj Brown, 

To see how she got on, 
He found she'd got another Ben, 

Whose Christian-nanie was John. 

" Oh, Sally Brown, oh, Sally Brown, 

How could you serve me so, 
Fve met with many a brooze before, 

But ncver such a blow !" 

Thcn reading on bis 'baceo box, 

IIc heaved a lieavy nigh, 
And thcn began to eye bis pipe. 

And then to pipe bis eye. 

And then he tried to sing ** AlFs Well," 
But could not, though he tried ; 

His head was turn'd, and so he chew'd 
His pigtail tili he died. 

His death, which happen'd in his birth, 

At forty-odd befell : 
They went and told the sexton, and 

The sexton toll'd the bell. 




8PIIING, A NEW VERSION. 



THOMAS IIOÜD, 



■* Harn. Tb* jiirbitc^ »hrcwdly— ii ii \^tv cold* 



f^ 



OMI% ^fnth Spring! etheiTftt mlhhifU^ CH>nie I" 

Dil I TbamiAOn« void of rbyiiju m well aa i'easoii, 
Ilow eutilildi tbou tbuä |>uor IniiTiaii naCure buTti ? 



lu 



spring. 



The Spring I I shrink niid shiulilor nt her nanio I 
For why, I find \\vy bR^nth a hitter bligliter ! 

And suffor froni her hlows, m if tlu\v cnme 
Fnini Spring tlie Figbter. 

Her praises, then, k»t hanly poets »in^, 

And be her tunoful huircntcs and upholden«, 

Who do not f«H?l as if they had a Sprimj 
PourM di)wn thfir slioultloi-s I 

r^et otliei-s eulo^ize lier floral sliows : 

Froni mv tbey cnnnot win a »ingle »tanza. 

1 know her bluonis aiv in füll blow — and w)'s 
The InfluenÄii. 

Her iH)W8lipa, »toirks, anfl hlioÄ of the vak'. 

Her honey-blossonis that von lioar tho Iiooh at. 

Her ])ansies, daffodilA, and priniroM» palo, 
Are thin<]^ I »noeze at ! 

Fair is the veriial iiiiaHor of tlu» ycar I 

And fair its oarly biiddin<j:.s and its hlowin^s — 

lint just siippos(» Consuniption's seods apponr 
With other sowinirs ! 

For mo, 1 find, wbon castorn winds are high, 

A frigid, not a genial inspiration ; 
Nor ean. like Iron-Cbested Cbub. defy 

An inflanunation. 



Smitten by brcezes from tho land of plague, 
To nie all vernal luxuries* are fahles, 

Oh ! whero's tho Sprimj in a rbouniaiio leg, 
Stiff as a table's ? 



spring. 



I limp in agony — 1 wheeze and cough ; 

And quake with Ague, that great agitator ; 
Nor drcam, before July, of leaving off 

My rcspirator. 

What wondcr if, in May iteelf, 1 lack 

A pog for laudatory verse to hang on ? — 

Spring, mild and gentle ! — ^yes, a Spring-heel'd Jack 
To those he sprang on. 

In short, whatever panegyries lie 

In fulsome odcs too many to be citod, 

The tenderness of Spring is all my eye, 
And that is blighted ! 
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A COUXTIIY HOUSE PARTY. 

LORD BYRON. 

HE gentlomen got up bctimcs to shoot, 

Or liunt : tlie young, because thej likod the sport- 
Tlie first tliing boys like after play and fruit ; 
Tbc middle-agcd, to luake tbe day more sbort ; 
For mnui is a growtb of English root, 

Tbough namcless in our langiiage ; — we retort 
The fact for words, and Ict tbe French translate 
That awful yawn wbicb slccp cannot abate. 

Tbc elderly walk'd tbrongb tbe librnry, 

And tiiniblcd books, or criticiscd tbe piotures, 

Or ßaunter'd tbrougb tbe gardena pitcously, 

And niade upon tbe bot-boiise several strictures, 

Or rode a nag wbicb trotted not too bigb, 

Or on tbe morning papers read tbeir Icctures, 

Or on tbe watcb tbeir longing eyes woukl fix, 

Jjonging at sixty for tbe bour of six. 

But none were ** gene :" tbe great bonr of union 
Was rung by dinners knell : tili tben all were 

Masters of tbeir own tinie — or in connnunion, 
Or solitary, ns tbey cbose to bear 

Tbc boui*s, wbicb bow to pass is but to few known. 
Eacb rose up at bis own, and bad to spare 

AVbat time be cbose for dress, and broke bis fast 

Wben, wbere, and bow be cbose for tbat repast. 
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A Country House Party. 



The ladics — some rouged, some a little pale— 
Met the mom as they might. If fine, they rode, 

Or walk'd ; if foul, they read, or told a tale, 
Sung, or rchearsed the last dance from ahroad ; 

Discuss'd the fashion which might iiext prevail, 
And settled bonnets by the newest code, 

Or cramm'd twclve sheets into one little letter, 

To make each corrcspondent a dcw dcbtor. 

For some had absent lovers, all had fricnds. 

The earth has uothing like a she epistle, 
Aud hardly heaven — because it never ends. 

I lovc the mystery of a female missal, 
Which, like a creed, ne'er says all it intends, 

But füll of eunniug as Ulysses' whistle, 
When he allured poor Dolon : — you had better 
Take care what you reply to such a letter. 

Thcn there were billiards ; cards, too, but no dice ;— 
Savo in the clubs no man of honour plays ; — 

Boats when 'twas water, skating when 'twas ice, 
And the hard frost destroy'd the seenting days : 

And angling, too, that solitary vice, 
Whatever Izaak Walton sings or says : 

The quaint, old, cruel coxcomb, in bis gullet 

Should have a hook, and a smaU trout to pull it. 

With evening came the banquct and the wine ; 

The conversazione ; the duet, 
Attuned by voices more or less divine 

(My heart or head aches with the memory yet). 
The four Miss Kawbolds in a glee would shine ; 

But the two youngest loved more to be set 
Down to the harp — ^because to music's charms 
They added graccful necks, white hands and arms. 

Sometimes a dance (though rarely on field days, 
For thcn the gcntlemen were rather tired) 
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Display'd 8ome sylph-like figuros in its mazo : 
Then thero was sraall-talk rcadj whcn requirecl ; 

Flirtation — but decorous ; tlie mere prausc 

Of charnis tliat sliouhl or should not be admircMl. 

The huntors fought their fox-hunt oVr again. 

And then retroated soberly — at ten. 

The politicians, in a nook ajuirt, 

DiscussM the world, and settled all the spheres : 
The wits watch'd everj loophole for their art, 

To introduee a bon-mot head and ears ; 
Small is the rest of those who would be smart, 

A moment's good thing niay have cost them years 
Beforc they find an hour to introduee it ; 
And then, evon then^ some bore may make them lose it. 

But all was gentlc and aristoeratie 

In this our party ; polish'd, smooth, and eold, 
As Phidian fornis cut out of niarble Attic. 

There now ai*e no Squire Westorns as of old ; 
And our Sojihias are not so onipliatic, 

But fair as then, or fairer to 1k'1i(>1(1. 
Wo have no aceomplishM blackguards, like Tom Jones, 
But gentlenicn in stays. as stiff as stoncs. 

They separatod at an early h(»ur ; 

That is, 01*0 midnight — whicli is London'« noon : 
But in the country ladios soek their bower 

A little carlier thau the waniug noon. 
IVace to the slumhers of eacli foldod flowor — 

Mny tlic rose call back it.s true colour soou I 
Good hours of fair cheeks arc the faircst tinters. 
And lowor the price of rougc — at loast some wintcr.-i. 



CAPTAIN PATOX. 



JOHN GIBSOX LOCKHART. 



' OUCn oncc more a sobcr mcasurc, and let punch and toars 
be shod, 
For a prince of good cid fellows tliat alack-a-day is dead, 
A prince of worthy fellows, and a prettj man also, 
That has left the Salt-market in sorrow, gi-ief, and wo ; 
Oh, we ne'er shall see the Hke of Captain Paton no mo ! 




Ilis waistcoat, coat, and breeclies, were all eut off the same web, 
Of a bcautiful snuff-colour, or a modest genty drab, 
The blue stripe in his stocking round bis neat slim leg did go. 
And his ruffles, of the cambric fine, were whiter than the snow ; 
Oh, wo ne'er shall see the like of Captain Paton no mo ! 



Ilis hair was ciirlM in order at the rising of the sun. 

In comely rows and blicklos smart that round his ears did run, 

In front there was a toupee, that some inches up did grow, 

And bchind there was a long queue that did o'er his Shoulders flow ; 

Oh, we nc'er shall see the like of Captain Paton no mo ! 
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Cäptain Paion. 




Anil wbctjcver we forTgatljQi'il ht* toük off lii?* wec? tJnee cockit. 

Am! Iie proffurM vou \m snuf-box, whicb lit* tlrew froni bis »ide^pOL^kct^ 



Captain Paton. 



And on Burdett or Bouapartc he'd makc a remark or so, 
Aud then along thc plainstones likc a provost hc would go ; 
Oh, we ne'er shall see the like of Captain Paton no mo ! 

In dirtj dajs he picked well his footsteps with his rattan. 
Oh ! you nc'or could see the smallest speck on the shoes of Captain Paton ; 
And on entcring the coffee-room at ttvo, all men would know, 
Thej would see him with his Courier in the niiddle of the row ; 
Oh, we ne'er shall see the like of Captain Paton no mo ! 

Now and then upon a Sundaj he invit^d mc to dine 
On a herring and a mutton chop, which his maid dress'd very fiue, 
There was also a little Malmsej, and a hottle of Bourdeaux, 
AVhich bctween me and the Captain pass'd nimbly to and fro ; 
Oh, I ne*cr shall take pot-luck with Captain Paton no mo I 

Or, if a bowl was mention'd, the Captain he would ring. 

And bid Nelly to the West Port run, and a stoup of water bring ; 

Then he would mix the genuine stufF, as they made it long ago, 

With limes, that on his property in Trinidad did grow ; 

Oh, we neVr shall taste the like of Captain Paton's punch no mo I 

Then all the timc he would discoursc so sensible and courteous, 

Perhaps talking of last sermon hc heard from Dr, Porteous, 

Or somc little bit of scandal about Mrs. So-and-so, 

AVhich he scarce could credit, having heard the con but not the pro ; 

Oh, we ne'cr shall hear thc like of Captain Paton no mo ! 



And when the candles werc brought forth, and thc night was fairly 

setting in, 
Hc would teil somc finc old stories, al)out Minden field or Dettingen, 
Ilow hc fought with a Frcnch major, and dis])atcird him at a blow, 
While thc blood ran out like water on thc soft grass below ; 
Oh, we nc'er shall see thc like of Captain Paton no mo ! 
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But at length tbe Captain sickcu'd, and grew woi-se from dsy to daj. 
And all mias'd him in the coffee-room, from which now he stay'd away, 
On Sabbaths too tbe weo kirk madc a melancboly sbow, 
All for wanting of the presence of our vcnerable beau ; 
Oh, we ne'er shall see the like of Captain Paton no mo ! 

And in spite of all tliat Cleghorn and Corkindale could do, 

'Twas piain, from twenty Symptoms, that death was in bis view, 

So the Captain made bis testament, and aubmitted to bis foe. 

And we laid him by tbe Ranrs-boni kirk, — 'tis tbe way we all must go ; 

Ob, we ne'er shall see tbe like of Captain Paton no mo I 

Touch once more a sober measure, and let punch and teara be shed, 
For a pi-ince of good old fellows that alack-a-day is dead, 
A prince of wortby fellows, and a pretty man also, 
That has left the Salt-market in sorrow, grief, and wo ; 
Ob, we ne^er shall see tbe like of Captain Paton no mo ! 



2'1\ 




THE RED FISMERMAN, 
wijrnioßi* MAtTKWOuTU i»nAia>» 



And tlouird bi)» »4iiirjul üliooti, 
Antl wiimlorM fiirtli. n\one, in Itmk 

A itmligbt nky* wjn* u'er lii»* hcfwl. 
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The Red Fisherman. 



A quiet breeze around ; 

And the flowers a thrilling fragrance Rhc<l, 

And the wavcs a soothing sound : 

It was not an hour, nor a secne^ for aught 

But love and calm delight ; 

Yet the holj man had a cloud of thoiight 

On his wrinkled brow that night. 

Ile gazed on the river that gurglod hy, 

But he thought not of the reeds : 

He claApM his gilded rosary, 

But he did not teil the beads ; 

If he look'd to the heaven, 'twas not to invoke 

The Spirit that dwelleth there ; 

If he open'd his lips, the words they spoke 

Had never the tone of prayer. 

A pious priest might the Abbot seem, 

He had sway'd the crosier well ; 

But what was the theme of the Abbot's dream, 

The Abbot were loth to teil. 

Companionless, for a mile or more, 

He trnceil the windings of tho shoro. 

Oh, beauteous is that river still, 

As it winds b}' many a sloping hill. 

And niany a dim o'orarehing grove. 

And many a flat and sunny cove 

And tcrraced lawns, whovSO bright arcades 

The honcysuckle sweotly sbades, 

And rocks whose vory crags socm bowcrs, 

So gay thcy arc with grass and flowers ! 

But the Abbot was thinking of scciiory, 

About as mueh, in sooth, 

As a lover thinks of constancy, 

Or an advocato of truth. 

He did not mark bow the skies in wrath 

Grew dark above his bcad ; 

He did not mark how the mossy path 
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The Red Fisherman. 



Grew damp beneath bis trcad ; 

And ncarer hc came, and still more near, 

To a pool, in whose recess 

The water had slept for manj a year, 

Uuchanged and motionless ; 

From the river stream it spread away 

The Space of half a rood ; 

The surface had the hue of clay 

And the sccnt of human blood ; 

The trees and the hcrbs that round it grew 

Were venomous and foul ; 

And the birds that through the bushes flow 

Were the vulture and the owl ; 

The water was as dark as rank 

As ever a Company pump'd ; 

And the perch, that was netted and laid on the bank, 

Grew rotten while it jump'd ; 

And hold was he who thithcr came 

At midnight, man or boy ; 

For the place was cursed with an evil name, 

And that name was the ** Devil's Decoy ! " 

The Abbot was weary as abbot could be, 

And he sat down to rest on the stump of a tree : 

Wlien suddenly rose a dismal tone — 

Was it a song, or was it a moan ? 

" Oh ho, Oh ho ! 

Above, below 
Lightly and brightly they glide and go ; 
The hungry and keen on the top are leaping, 
The lazy and fsX in the depths are sleeping ; 
Fishing is fine when the pool is muddy, 
Broiling is rieh when the coals are ruddy !" 
In a monstrous fright, by the murky light, 
Ile look'd to the left and he look'd to the right, 
And what was the vision close beforo him, 
That flung such a sudden Stupor o'er bim ? 
'Twas a sight to make the hair uprise, 
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And the lifo blootl coMer i-uii : 

The »tartleil priest Struck both lü» tliiglis. 

Aiid the abbey clwk stnick oiie ! 

All alone, by the »ide of the pooI, 

A tall man »at on a three-legg'd stool, 

Kicking his heels on the dewy sod. 

And putting in order liis reel and ix>d ; 

Red were the rags his Shoulders woix% 

And a higli rtnl cap on his head he bore ; 

Ilis amis and his legs were long and bare ; 

And two or three locks of long red hair 

Were tossing about his scraggy neck, 

Ijike a tatter'd flag o'er a Splitting wreck. 

It might be Time, or it might be trouble, 

Had beut that stout back nearly double — 

Sunk in their deep and hollow sockets 

That blazing couple of Congreve rockets, 

And shrunk and sbrivellVl that tawny skin, 

Till it hanlly coverM the bones within. 

The line tlie abbot saw him throw 

Ilad been fashioird niid furmM long ages ago, 

And the hands that work'd his foreign vest 

Long ages ago had gone to their rest : 

Vou would liave sworn, as you look'd on theni, 

Ile had fisliM in the flood witli llani and Sheni ! 

Thcro was turning of keys, and creaking of locks. 

As he took fortli a bait froni his iron box. 

Minnow or gentil, wonn or fly — 

It soemM not sucli to tlie Abbot's eye : 

Gaily it glittorM witli jowel and gern, 

And its sliape was tlic sliape of a diadeni. 

It was fasten'd a gleaniing liook about, 

By a chain witliin and a cliain witliout ; 

The fishennan gave it a kick and a spin 

And the water tizzM as it tumbled in I 
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From the bowels of tlie eartli, 
Strange and varied souuds liad birth — 
Now tlie battle's bursting peal, 
Neigh of steed and clang of steel ; 
Now an old man 's hollow groan 
Echoed froin tbe dungeon stone ; 
Now the weak and wailing cry 
Of a stripliug*8 agony ! 

Cold by this was the midniglit air ; 

]3ut the Abbot's blood ran colder, 

\Mien he saw a gasping kniglit lie tliere, 

With a gash beneath his clotted hair, 

And a liump upon his Shoulder. 

And the loyal ehurchman strove in vain 

To mutter a Pater Noster ; 

For he who writhed in mortal pain 

Was camp'd that night on Bosworth piain , 

The cruel Duke of Glo'ster. 



There was tuniing of keys, and creaking of locks, 

Ka he took forth a bait from his iron box. 

It was a haunch of prineely size, 

Filling with fragrance earth and skies ; 

The coi'j)ulent Abbot knew fiill well 

The swelling form and the stcaming smell ; 

Never a monk that wore a hood 

Could better have guess'd the very woo<l 

Where the noble hart had stood at bay, 

Weary and wounded, at close of day. 

Sounded then the noiay glee 
Of a revelling Company — 
Sprightly story, wicket jest, 
Ilated aer\'ant, greeted guest, 

32» 



The Red Fisherman. 



Flow of wine, aiid flight of cork, 
Stroke of knife, and thrust of fork : 
But, where'er the board was sprcad, 
Grace, I ween, was never said ! 

Pulli ng and tugging the fisherman Bat ; 

And the priest was ready to vomit, 
When he hauFd out a gentleman, fine and fat, 
With a belly as big as a brimming vat, 

And a nose as red as a comet. 
" A capital stew," tlie fisherman said, 

" With cinnamon and sherry ! '* 
And the Abbot turn'd away bis head, 
For bis brother was l^ing before him dead, 

The mayor of St. Edmund's Bury ! 

There was tuniing of keys, and ereaking of locks, 

As he took forth a bait from bis iron box. 

It was a bündle of beautifnl things — 

A peacock*s tail, and a buttei-fly's wings, 

A soarlet slippor, an auburn curi, 

A mantle of silk, and a braeelet of pearl, 

And a packet of lettei-s, from wbose sweet fold 

Such a strcam of delicate odüui*s rollM, 

That tlic Abbot feil on bis face and fainted, 

And deem'd bis spirit was half-way sainted. 

Sounds seem'd dropping from the skies, 
Stiflod whi.spers, smothcrM sighs, 
Aiul the breath of vernal galcs, 
And the voicc of night! ugales : 
But the nightingales were mute, 
Envious when an unseen lute 
Shaped the music of its chords 
Into passioir» thrilling words : 
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" Smile, lady, smile ! — I will not set 
lipon my brow the Coronet, 
Till thou wilt gather roses white 
To wear around its gems of light. 
Smile, lady, smile ! — I will not seo 
Rivers and Ilastings bend the knee 
Till those bewitching lips of thine 
Will bid me rise in bliss from mine. 
Smile, lady, smile ! — for who would win 
A loveless throne through guilt and sin ? 
Or who would reign o'er vale and hill, 
If woman's heart were rebel still ? " 

One jerk, and there a lady lay, 

A lady wondrous fair ; 

But the rose of her lip had faded away, 

And her eheek was as white and as eold as elay. 

And tom was her raven hair. 

*' Ah ha !" said the fishcr, in merry guise, 

" Her gallant was hook'd before ; " 

And the Abbot heaved some piteous sighs, 

For ofk he had blessM those deep blue eyes, 

The eyes of Mistress Shore ! 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of loeks, 

As he took forth a bait from his iron box. 

Many the cunning sportsman tried, 

Many he flung with a frown aside ; 

A minstrePs harp, and a miscr's ehest, 

A hermit's cowl, and a baron's crest, 

Jewels of lustre, rohes of price, 

Tomes of heresy, loaded dice, 

And golden cups of the brightest wine 

That ever was pressM from the Burgimdy vine ; 

There was a perfume of sulphur and nitre, 

As he came at last to a bishop*s mitre ! 
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From top to toc tlie Ablwt shook, 

.Vs the fishciTOan arm'd bis poMt'ii hook ; 

And awfiilly wcre liis features wrou^ht 

By 8omo daik dream or wakenM th(mp:ht. 

Jjook how the feaiful foloii gazcs 

()n tlic scafFold his country's vongcaiice rnisos, 

Wlien the lipa aro crackM and tlio jaw.^ nro dry 

With the thirst which only in death shall die ! 

Mark the mariner's frenzicd frown 

As the awaling wherry settlea down, 

When peril has nuniUM the sense and will 

Though the hand and the foot niay stni<;gle still I 

Wilder far was the AblK>t\s glanco, 

Peeper far was the Abhot's tninoe ; 

Fix'd as tlie monunient, still as air, 

IIc beut no knee, and he broathoil no prayor : 

But he sißn'd — he knew not why or how — 

The sign of the Cross on his elunisy hrow. 

There was turuiug of keys, and on^aking of loeks, 
As he stalkM away with his iron box. 

" Oh ho, Oh lio : 

The Cook doth crow ; 
It is time for the fisher to rise and ^o. 
Fair liick to the AblK)t, fair liick to the shrine I 
}le hath j^jnaw'd in twain niy choieest line ; 
Ijet liim swim to the north, let him swini to the south, 
The Abbot will caiTv mv lniok in his mouth I" 

Tlie Ablwt had pi-eachM for niany years, 
With as clear artieulation 
As ever was heard in the IIouso of PecM-s 
Affainst eniancipation ; 
Ilis wonls had niade battalions quake, 
llad rouso«! the zeal of martyrs ; 
IT«» kept the enurt an hour awako, 
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And the king himsclf tliree-qimrtcTs : 

Hut evor, from tliat liour, 'tis said, 

llo stamnierM and he stuttoiM, 

As if an axo weut thruugh liis hoad, 

With evcry word lic nttor'd, 

Jle stutterM o'er blcssin«^, he stutter'd ü*er ban, 

Ile stutter*d, drunk or dry ; 

And none hut he and the fisliennan 

Cüuld teil the reason >vhv I 
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inftte Ulis conilimeiit, yont poet liegs 
The [>oynd(Ml yclbw of two hArd-l>oilM egg?? ; 
Two IkjUM putalot'ji, pas-Vil through kitelien-sievo, 
SraoothiH^fta titnl softuesa to thc tmlaU gt¥o ; 

liCt onion atonm lurk witliia tlit^ howl, 

Ami, half'ait*ijh^cU"(l, uniniiUe the whok*» 

öf nicvrdiiat mu&tAnI nilil ii smglo ^{KX^ri« 

Dmtrttst thc condimcnt that Mtea too »oon ; 

litit. fl(^etn it tifit» ihon nmn of berlifl* n fault, 

Tci n<l<! a cloiil*lü quantitj' of salt* 

Anil, lastly, O'er the flnvöur'J cotn^MiJUiul tosA 

A mngic ftoup-spoon of aneKov^* Mm<?e* 

OK* gre^n nnd glorifiiift ! C)b» horliuccou?* Jrcmt ! 

'Twoukl k^mpt lUc tljiog nneliorito to tiit j 
3:^4 
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Baelt to tii^ worltl lieM tum \m fleeting souU 
Artil pluiige liiü iiugLTs m the sakil bowl I 
8erenely MI^ tJje opieure would f^aj, 
'^ Fatc üÄüiigt harni mt% I havc dineti to-da)- !" 




TUE LITTLE VULGÄR BOY, 

MR. üwrKmsoK {hquiiur), 
WAS in Margatü lant July, I vvalkM upun tlit? [iler, 
1 Nftw a littlr vuJgjir JSftv — 1 &iiid, *• U7mt niake yoii hci'^?— - 
Tili* gloom iHM>n your youllifiil cUevk Bpak« an vthlug Uut joy ;'* 
Ägain I mvX^ *' Vk\mi imiki* ymi liero^ y<m littlu viilgni'Bgy ?*' 
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He frown'd, that little vulgär Boy — lie deom'd I mcant to scoff — 
And, when the little heart is big, a little ** sets it off;" 
He put bis finger in bis moutb, bis little bosom rose, — 
He bad no bttle bandkeix;bief to wipe liis little nose ! 

** Hark ! don't von bcar, niv little man ? — it's striking nine," I said, 
" An bour wbon all good little boys and girls sbould be in bed. 
Run bome and got your suppor, eise your Ma' will scold — oh ! fie ! — 
It's very wrong indoed for little boys to stand and cry !*' 

Tbe tear-drop in bis little eye again began to spring, 

His bosom tbrobbM with agony — be cried like any tbing ! 

I stoop'd, and tbus aniidst bis sobs I beard bim murmur — " Ah ! 

I baven't got no supper ^ and I baven't got no Ma' ! — 

** My fatber, be is on tbe fteas, — my motber's dead and gone ! 
And I am bere, on tbis bere pier, to roam the world alone ; 
I have not bad, tbis live-long day, one drop to cbeer my heart, 
Nor * brown' to buy a bit of bread with, — ^let alone a tart. 

** Tf thcro's a soul will give nie food, or find me in employ, 
\^\ day or night, then blow nie tiglit !" (he was a vulgär Boy;) 
** And now Tm bere, froni tbis bere pier it is niy fix'd intent 
To junip, as Mr. Ixjvi did, from off the Monu-ment!" 

** Cbeer up ! clioor up ! my little man — cbeer up!'* I kindly said, 
*^ You are a naughty boy to take such things into your head : 
If you sbould junip froni off the pier, you VI surely break your logs, 
Perliaps your neck — then Bogey M have you, sure as eggs are eggs I 

** Come hoine with nie, my little man, come bome w^ith me and sup ; 
My landlady is Mrs. Jones — we niust not keep her up — 
There's roast potatoes on tlio firo, — eiiough for me and you — 
Come bome, — you little vulgär Boy — 1 lodge at Number 2.-' 

I took him honie to Xumher 2, the house heside " The Foy," 
I bade him wipe Ins dirty shoes, — that little vulgär Boy, — 
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And thcn I said to Mistress Jones, the kindest of her sex, 
** Pray be so good as go and fetch a pint of double X !" 

But Mrs. Jones was rather cross, she made a little noiao, 
She said she ** did not like to wait on little vulgär Boys." 
She with her apron wiped the plates, and, as she rubb'd the delf, 
Said I might " go to Jericho, and fetch my beer myself !" 

I did not go to Jericho — I went to Mr. Cobb — 

I changed a shiUing — (which in town the people call " a Bob") — 

It was not so much for myself as for that vulgär child — 

And I said, " A pint of double X, and please to draw it mild !" 

When I came back I gazed about — I gazed on stool and chair — 
I could not see my little friend — because he was not there ! 
I peep'd beneath the table-cloth — beneath the sofa, too, — 
I said, *' You little vulgär Boy! why, what*s become of you?" 

I could not see my table-spoons — I look'd, but could not see 
The little fiddle-pattem ones I use when I'm at tea ; 
— I could not see my sugar-tongs — my silver watch — oh, dear ! 
I know 'twas ön the mantel-piece when I went out for beer. 

I could not see my Mackintosh I — it was not to be seen ! 
Nor yet my best white beaver hat, broad-brimmM and lined with green ; 
My carpet-bag, my cruet-stand, that holds my sauce and soy, — 
My roast potatoes ! — all are gone I — and so 's that vulgär Boy ! 

I rang the bell for Mrs. Jones, for she was down below, 

** — Oh, Mrs. Jones ! what do you think ? — ain't this a pretty go? 

— That horrid little vulgär Boy, whom I brought here to-night, 

— Ue's Stolen my things and nui away ! " — Says she, " And san'c you right I " 

Xext moriiing I was up belinies — 1 sont ihe Crier round, 
All with bis bell and gold-laced hat, to say I'd give a pound 
To find that little vulgär Boy, who'd gone and used me so ; 
But when the Cner cried, ** O yes I" the people cried, " 0>no I" 
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I went to " Jarvis' Landing-place," thc glory of the town, 
There was a common sailor-man a-walking itp and down ; 
I told my tale — he seemM to think I'd not been treated well. 
And call'd me << Poor old Buffer I" what that means I cannot teil. 

That sailor-man, he said hc'd seen that morning on the shore, 

A 8on of — Bomcthing — *twas a name I'd never heard before, 

A little " gallows-looking ehap "— dear me ; what oould he mean ? 

Wlth a '' carpet-swab" and '< mucklngtogs/' and a hat turn'd ap with green. 

He spokc about bis " precious eyes," and said he'd seen bim " sheer," 
— It's very odd that sailor-mcn should talk so very queer — 
And thcn bc bitchM liis trowsers up, as is, I'm told, their use, 
— It's very odd that sailor-mcn should wear those things so loose. 

I did not understand bim well, but think he meant to say 

He'd seen that little vulgär Boy, that morning swim away 

In Captain Large's Royal George about an hour before. 

And they were now, as he supposetl, " Pomew/ier^'«" about the Nore. 

A landsman said, ** I twiy the chap — hc's been upou the Mill — 
And 'cause he tjammons so thoßat^, vc calls him Veoping Bill !" 
Ile said ** he'd done me wery brown/' and ** nicely stow^d the sway^ 
— Tliat'ö French, I fancy, für a hat — or eise a carpet-bag. 

I went and told the eonstable my property to track ; 

He ask'd me if " I did not wish that I might get it back?" 

I answcr'd, " To bc sure I do ! — it's what I come about." 

IIc smiled aud said, '' Sir, does your motlier know that you are out ?" 

Not knowing wliat to do, I thought I'd hasten back to town, 

And bog our own Lord Mayor to catch thc boy who'd " done me brown." 

His Lordship very kindly said hc'd try and find him out, 

But. he ** ratlier thought that thcrc were scveral vulgär boys about." 
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He sent for Mr. Whithair then, and I described ** the swag/' 
My Mackintosh, my sugar-tongs, my spoons, and carpet-bag ; 
He promised that the New Police should all their powere cmploy ; 
But never to this hour havo I beheld that vulgär Boy ! 



MORAL. 



Bemember, then, what when a boy IVe heard my Grandma' teil, 

** Bb WABn'd in TIMB BY OTHBBs' HABH, and YOü SHALL DO FÜLL 



WELL 



?'» 



Don't link yourself with vulgär folks, whoVe got no fix'd abodc, 

Teil lies, use naughty words, and say they " wish they may be blow'd ! " 

Don't take too mueh of double X ! — and don't at night go out 

To fetch your beer yourself, but make the pot-boy bring your stout ! 

And when you go to Margate next, just stop and ring the bell, 

Give my respects to Mrs. Jones, and say I'm pretty well ! 
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AT BRUT h^Jiril, 



The rändle» Immt into liiln »jr; 
The ImU-room \h diirk nnd dt%H*rt€*d, 
Atul BÜL-nt agnin is tKe ftqimrt». 
Tlie bniiH, fiiLHl <>f jilflvinj^ nnd ljl<jvviri;^. 
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The Belle oft he Ball. 



Are wishing Herr Koenig good night, 
Aud Guntcr's assistants arc going, 

Assured tbat their plate is all right ; 
And somebody says it is snowing, 

And thcrc's not onc hack cab Icft in sight. 

The pagc in thc study is lying 

Aslcep on the dining-room chairs, 
And the housemaids to slumber are trying, 

And the butler is tipsy down stairs ; 
And the love-birds, who long have been blinking, 

Quito scared by the musie and light, 
And e'en the canaries are thinking, 

At last, tliat it must be the night, 
And, tired of chuihng and winking, 

Are tucking their heads out of sight. 

And she, the fair queen of the numbers 

Wlio came to that beautiful ball, 
Perhaps thinks now of me in her slumbers. 

And perhaps — honid thought — not at all. 
In nights of such unalloy'd pleasure 

Why cannot existence be pass'd ? 
To laugh at all power and treasure, 

If lifo could be always so fast ; 
To spend years in a Polka's gay measurc. 

And die of a Sturm-niarch at last ! 

I think that I made an impression, 

Because in the course of the night, 
Wliilst polking, shc made a confession, 

That she liked to be held rather tight. 
Then, what her mamma had just told her 

Not minding, but, taking some ice, 
Just putting a scarf on her Shoulder, 

Because the cold stairs were ** so nice !'' 
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Ami aftoiwards, giown {»omewhat bolder, 
We waltz'ii down öome wall-flowers twicc. 



Wlien Vaiie coai-sely said sbc wa« *' stuuiüng," 

He wanted to stand in my shoes ; 
Shc gave mo a detuv temps twico running. 

And threw over onc of the Blues. 
And then she got rid of her brother 

So well, whcn tbe supper-time came : 
And then we kept hy one anothpr : 

At one time our plate was the same. 
A verv long way from her niother, 

ConeealM hy a panier du creme. 

She told me «he loved lobster salad. 

And ro<le in the park every day. 
And doted on llayes's last ballad. 

And Tennyson's ** Queen of the May;" 
And she pullM craeker honbons. and flirted. 

And laughM when I niade a vile pnn ; 
And when all my wit I exerted, 

She said 1 was ** capital fun ;" 
Till the ladies the table deserted, 

And shc was, I think, the last one I 

How dreadfully bot I 1 am tunibling 

And tossing, and can't get to sleep ; 
And over the streets the dnll rumbling 

Of wheels is beginning to creej) : 
And all round the rooni 1 am whirling 

The women and lights, and Vm dinnM 
Uy Ka'nig, who plays to their twirling 

The Olga, and Bridal, and Lind. 
And long tresses, no longer curling. 

Are floating about in the wind. 
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I wish I could marry — it*s shocking 

That my income will not carry two ; 
Oh dear, at my door there's a knocking, 

And I have not slept tlie night through ! 
I must dress thcn as well as I can, 

And trudge to that horrid Whitehall, 
The Treasury work is so heavy, 

The salary, too, is so sniall ; 
And so there's an end to roraancing ; — 

Adieu to the Belle of the Ball ! 
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THE COUNTRY CLERGYMAPeS TEIP TO CAMBIUDGE. 



l^ttP «ArAlLAV. 




S I eiito flown to brcfikfa^T iti stati% 

At niv liviug uf Tit1iiji|^-cum-Bonug* 
Witli Bc^tf)' Wsido nie to waitj * 

Came ti rn|i timi älmwt boiit thc iii»or in« 
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I laid down ray basin of tea, 

And Betty ceascd spreading the toast, 
** As siu-e as a gun, sir," said »he, 
• ** That must be the knock of the post." 

A letter — and free — bring it here — 

I have no correspondent who franks. 
No ! Yes ! Can it be ? ^\Tiy, my dear, 

'Tis our glorious, our Protestant Bankes. 
** Dear sir, as I know you desire 

That the Chureh should receive due protection, 
I hunibly ])resume to require 

Your aid at the Cambridge election. 

** It has lately been brought to my knowledge, 

That the Ministers fully design 
To suppress each cathedral and College, 

And eject every leamed divine. 
To assist this detestable scheme 

Three nuncios from Home are come over ; 
Thcy left Calais on Monday by steam, 

And landed to dinner at Dover. 

** An army of grim Cordeliers, 

Well furnish'd with relics and vermin, 
Will follow, Lord Westmoreland fears, 

To cfFect what their chiefs may detemiine. 
Lollard's bower, good authorities say, 

Is again fittcd up for a prison ; 
And a wood-merchant told me to-day 

'Tis a wonder how faggots have risen. 

** The finance scheme of Canning contains 

A new Easter-offering tax ; 
And he means to devote all the gains 

To a bounty on thumb-screws and racks. 
Your living, so neat and compact — 

Pray, don't Ict the news give yo« pain I — 



The Country Gentlemari s Trip to Cambridge. 



Is piimiistnl, I know for ii fiict. 

Tu an olive-fatHMl Padrc froni Spaiii/' 

I read, and I feit niy lieail bletnl, 

Sore wouiuled witli horror and pity ; 
So I flew, with all possihle speed, 

To our Protestant chanipion's committei». 
Tnie p^entlemen, kind and well-bred ! 

No fleering ! no distaiice ! no scorn I 
Tliey ank after inv wite who is dead. 

And mv childi-eii wlio never were l>orn. 

Tliey then, like higli-principled Tories, 

Call'd our Sovereign unjust and unsteady. 
And assaird him with scandalous stories, 

Till tlie coach for tbe votei-s was ix?ady. 
That coach might he well callVl a casket 

Of learning and hrotherly love : 
There weie parsons in boot and in basket : 

There w(»re parson» helow and above. 

Then' were Sneaker antl (iriper, w ])air 

Who stick to Lord Mulesby like Iceches ; 
A snuig diaiilaiii of plausible air, 

Win» writes niy Lord Ciosliughum's speeche.^ 
Dr. Buzz, who aloue is a host, 

Who, witli argunients weighty as letwl, 
Proves six tinies a weck in the Post 

That Üesh soniehow diflfei-s from hreail. 

Dr. Nininul, whose orthodox toes 

Are seldoni withdrawu froni the stirru|> : 
J)r. lIunKlruni, whose eloquence flow.s, 

Like (Iroppiiigs of sweet |)oppy synij» : 
Dr. Rosyiiill putting and fanning. 

And wiping away Perspiration ; 
Dr. Ilunihug, who j)rove(l Mr. Canning 

The heast in St. .lohns Revelation. 
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A laymau ean scarce forni a nodou 

Of our woiiderful talk oii the road ; 
Of the learning, the wit, and devotion, 

Which almost each syllable show'd : 
Wliy dividcd allegiaiice agrees 

So ill with our free Constitution ; 
How Catholics swear as thej please, 

In hope of the priest's absohition ; 

How the Bishop of Norwich had barterd 

Ilis faith for a legate's commission ; 
How Lyndhurst, afraid to be martyrM, 

Had stoop'd to a base coalition ; 
How Papists are cased from compassion 

By bigotry, strenger than steel ; 
How burning wonid soon come in fashion, 

And how very bad it must feel. 

We were all so much touch'd and excited 

By a subject so direly sublime, 
That the rules of politeness were slighted. 

And we all of us talkM at a time ; 
And in tones, which each momcnt grew louder, 

Told how we ahould dress for the show, 
And where we should fasten the powder, 

And if we should bellow or no. 

Thus from subject to subject we ran, 

And the joumey pass'd pleasantly o'er, 
Till at last Dr. Humdrum began ; 

From that time I remember no more. 
At Ware he commenced bis prelection, 

In the dullest of clerical drones ; 
And when next I regain'd recollection 

We were rumbling o'ev Trumpington stones. 
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SIR WILKINS F/r SA DINAH. 



ADAPTED FOU A FRKNCII AUDIKNCK IJY I.. W. DKSANOES, KSQUIRE. 




K Londres im nonrociant habitait la villo, 
II ifoiit qiruii soul enfant, helle douce et bonne fille, 
Elle s'a]){x»lait Dinali, et n'eiit qiie seize ans. 
Et une furtunc süperbe en or et en urgent, 

Cbantaut türal lül lüral lul lüral irda. 



Un matin sc proraenait eette denioiselk', 

Son pajm vieiit vers eile, et lui dit : '* () nia belle. 



Sir tVilkins et sa Dinah. 



Eiidimaucbes toi, Diuob, sois gcntille aussi^ 
Et je t'amenerai un fort joli petit mari, 

Chantant tüml lül lural, «fec." 

Choeur des pareiita indulgeats : — Türal lül lüral, «fec. ' 

(Parle.) Voilii eo quo rdpond mademoiselle avec niodqßtic accom- 
pagnce de grace infinie : — 

" O Papa/' repond Dinab, "je n'ai niüle envie 
De te quitter si tot pour ce petit mari, 
Et toute ma belle fortune je te donne, mon Papa, 
Pour deux ou trois annees de doux celibat, 
Cbantant türal, <fec." 

Cbceur des jeunes ionocentes qui ont le manage en borrcur : — 
Türal lül lüml, «fec. 

(Parle.) Hemarquez le courroux du papa courrouce. 

" Va t'en, fille impudique," papa fait reponse, 
** Si au projet de ce manage tu y renonce, 
A ton cousin le plus procbe je donnerai tous tes bieus, 
Et toi, ma belle Dinab, tu n'en auras plus neu 
Qu'4 cbanter türal lül lüräl, «fec.*' 

ClioBur des parents indignds : — Tünil lül lüml, «fec. 

Tome Second. 
Sir WiUchis. 
(Parle.) Sir Wilkins est un jeune Lord Maire, titre Anglais 
bercditaire. 

Sir Wilkins se promenait du jardin au fond, 
Que voit-il ! ! ! Sa Dinab morte sur le gazon, 
Pres d'elle git unc coupe de poison tout froid, 
Et une lettre qui dit qu'elle est morte pour Vilikins, je crois, 
Cbantant tüi-ul lül lüral, «fec. 
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Sir fVilkins et sa Dinah. 



C'lia?ur do demoisolles niortes \\o\\v ramoiir — ebanir cu gnuid silencc: — 
Tüml lül IQi-ul, <tc. 

(Parle.) Voilil ce que fait l*aniaut nialbeuit?ux. 

De niillo baisors il couvre le cadavrc cbcri, 
** Attons," dit-il, ** Diiiab, ton petit man." 
II boit le jK)i»ün, son ame j>art au galop. 
Et Vilikins et Dinab iroccupeiit qu\m tombeau. 

Tous les deux cbautant en cba'ur un cba*ur en cbantant, 
Tüi-Td lul IGml, »tc. 

MORALE. 

MescU^moisellos t*üvez averties avant 

Que de desubeir a pa])a ou ü uianiau, 

Kt jeunes geiis, soyez prudents de vos doux rt^gaitlö, 

Et — et — et, nia foi ! et if arrivez paä 

Au reudezvuuä, conime A'ilikiiis, trup taji'd. 

Autrenioiit vuiis pounvz elre coiulannies ü ibantcr a piqK'tuitc eotte 
cbaucjon lugubiv {^Cisthstc), umh ra n'a pas de raj)i»urt du (uut avee les 
ebaii<;uus eeioitcs dos aiigo.s : 

TüraJ iü lüral lul IQial lala. 




TUE WOXDERFUL OXE-HOSS- SIIAY. 



OLIVER WE.VBELL HOLMES. 




\TE you hcard of thc woiulerful onc-hoss-shny, 
That was built in such a logical way 
It ran a hundi^ed years to a day, 
And thcn, of a sudden, it^ ah, but »tay, 

ril teil you what happonM without dclay, 

Scaring thc parson into fits, 

Frightening pcople out of their wits, — 

Ilave you ovcr hcard of that, I say ? 



Scvcnteon hundrod and fifty-five. 
Georf/ius Secmuhis was thcn alivc, — 
Snuffy old dronc from thc Gcrman hivc I 
That was thc ycar whcu Lishon-town 
Saw thc carth opcn and gulp her down. 



The Wonderful One-Hoss-Shay. 



And BradJock's armj was dono so brown, 

Loft without a soalp to ite crown. 

It was on the tcrrible Earthquakc day 

That the Doacon finisbM tbe onc-boss-shaj. 

Now in building of chaises, I teil you what, 

Tborc is always somewhere a weakest spot, — 

In hub, tiro, felloo, in spring or thill, 

In panel, or croas-bar, or floor, or sill, 

In scrcw, bolt, tborougbbraee, — lurking still, 

Find it sonicwberc you must and will, — 

Above or l)elow, or witbin or witbout, — 

And tbat*A tbe ronson, bcyond a doubt, 

A cbaise hreals down, but docsn't wear otit, 

But tbe Dencon swore (as deacons do, 

Witb an " I «low vuni," or an " I teil i/mu,") 

IIc woiild build onc sbay to beat tbe taown 

'n' tbe keoiinty 'n' all tbe kentry raoun' ; 

It sbould l»e 80 built tbat it coxihJn break daown : 

— ** Für/* said tbo Deacon, ** W niigbty piain 

Tbat tlu» woakcs' place nuis' stan' tbe strnin ; 

\\ tbe way t' fix it, uz I mnintain, 

Is only jest 
To niake tlmt place uz stronn^ uz tbe rest." 

So the Dcacon inquired of the village folk 

Wlicre he could find the stroriorost oak, 

That couldn't ho split, nor IxMit, nor hroke, — 

That was for spokes and floor aiul sills ; 

llc sont for lancewood to niaki» the tbills ;* 

Tho crosshars wore asb. froni tlie straiprbtest trees : 

Tbo pam'ls (»f wliite-wood, tliat cuts like cheese, 

Ihit lasts like iron for thinors Hke tliose ; 

The huhs of loors froni tho '' Sottlor's ollum," — 

Last of its tiniher, — thoy couUhrt soll 'eni, — 

' Shafts. 



The Wonderful One-Hoss-Shay. 



Never an axe had scen their chips, 

And tlie wedges flew from bctween their ups, 

Their blunt ends frizzled like celery-tips ; 

Step and prop-iron, holt and screw, 

Spring, tire, axle, and linchpin too, 

Steel of the fincst, bright and blue ; 

Thoroughbrace bison-skin, thiek and wide ; 

Boot, top, dasher, from tough old hido 

Found in the pit when the tanner died. 

That was the waj he " put her through." — 

** There ! " said the Deacon, " naow she'll dew ! " 

Do ! I teil you, I rather guess 

She was a wonder, and nothing less ! 

Colts grew horses, beards tum'd gray, 

Deacon and deaeonness dropp'd away, 

Children and grand-ehildrcn — where wero they ? 

But there stood the stout old one-hoss-shay 

As fresh as on Lisbon-earthquake-day ! 

EioHTEEN HüNDRED ; — it camo and found 
The Deacon's maaterpiece streng and sound. 
Eighteen hundred increased by ten ; — 
" Hahnsum kerridge" they caU'd it then. 
Eighteen hundred aqd twenty came ; — 
Kunning as usual ; much the same. 
Thirty and forty at last arrive, 
And then came fifty, and ftpty-five. 

Little of all we value here 

Wakes on the morn of its hundredth year 

Without both feeling and looking queer. 

In faet, there's nothing that keeps its youth, 

So far as I know, but a tree and truth. 

(This is a moral that runs at large ; 

Take it. — You're welcome. — No extra charge.) 



The Wonderful One-Hoss-Shay. 



First of November, — tho Enrtliquake-tlay. — 
There are traces of ajujo in the oiie-hoss-shaj, 
A general flavour of mild docay, 
But notlüiiflj local, as ono may ßay. 
Thore couUIirt bo, — for the Dcacon's art 
ILul matle it so like in evcry part 
Tlint there wasn't a chanee for onc to start. 
For the wlieels were just as strong as the thilla, 
And the floor was just as strong as the sills, 
And the panels just as strong as the floor, 
And the whippletree^ neither less nor more, 
And the baek-erosshar as stmng as the fore, 
And spring, and axle, and hub' eiicore. 
And yQi, as a wliole, it is past a douht 
In another hour it will bc woni out ! 

First of November, 'fifty-five ; 

This morning the parson takes a drive. 

Now, small l)oys, ^Qi out of the way ! 

Ilere eonies the wonderful one-lioss-shay, 

])ra\vii hy a rat-tailM, ewe-noek'd hav. 

** lluddu])!" Said tho parson. — Otf wont they. 

Tlio parson was workiiig bis Sunday's text,- 
Jlad got to ///>/////, and stoj)pM perplexM 
At what tlio — Moses — was Coming noxt. 
All at once tho horso stood still, 
(Mose hy tho moot'n'-hoiiso on the hill. 

— First a sliivor, and thon a thrill, 
Thon somothing docidodly liko a spül, — 
And tho ])arsoii was sitting u|>on a rook, 

At half-past nino hy tho moot'n'-honse cloek, — 
dust tho hour of the oartliquako-shook I 

— ^^'lult do von think tho ])ai'son foinid, 
W'hon ho got uj) and staro«! around? 

' Splintn -l»ar. ' Nave. 



The Wonderful One-Hoss-Shay. 



The poor old chaisc iu a heap or mouiid, 
As if it had been to the mill and ground ! 
You see, of couree, if you'ix3 not a dunce, 
Ifow it went to pieces all at once, — 
All at once, and nothing first, — 
Just as bubbles do when they burst. 



End of the wonderful one-hoss-shay. 
Logic is logic. That's all I say. 



THE 15.VLLA1) OF ELIZA DAVIS. 



\V. M. TlIACKF.llAY. 




ALTilANT geiits and lovoly ladies, 
List a tail vidi lato bofel, 
Vieh 1 licanl it, Iwin on duty, 

At the rieacc lloftiw, Clerkenwell. 



l^iap» von know tho Fuiulling Cliapcl, 
\viv the httle childivn sings : 

(lior I l likcs tu hcar on Snndies 
TluMn tluTo pootv little thingsl) 

In tili?* strcH't thoro lived a hou^*t•nlaid, 
11' von ]»articklarly ask nie whoiv — 

\'v, ii vas at four and tvi'ntv, 

Cfuiltord Stiert, by l^rnnsvick Sqnare. 

Vieh Ih'i' nanic was l^llza Davis*, 
And j*ho wvut in fi'tch tlic hcor : 

In tlio Mivot sh<' nn't a party 

A^* was (|nitt' snipriM-d t<> soo hör. 

\'icli Jic vas a Hiitisli Sailor. 

Vor to jud^r,. liirn hy liis h»(>k : 
Tarry jackct, canvas.s trowsics, 

Ha-hi Mr. T. P. (N.okc. 



The BalladofEliza Davis. 



'* Pray," saysee, ** Excuse my freedom, 
You're so like my Sistor Sal ! 

** You're so likc my Sister Sally, 
Both in valk and face and size ; 

Miss, that — dang my old lee scupper», 
It bring» tears into my heyes ! 

" I'm a mate on board a wcssel, 

I'm a sailor hold and true ; 
Shiver up my poor old timbers, 

Let me bc a mate for you ! 

** WTiat's your name, my beauty, teil me?" 
And she faintly hansers, ** Lore, 

Sir, my name's Eliza Davis, 
And I live at tventy-four." 

irofttimos came this British Seaman, 

This dohided gal to moct : 
And at tvcnty-foiir wns welcome, 

Tventv-f<»ur in Guilford Street. 

Aiul Eliza tokl her Master, 

(Kinder they than Missuses are), 

IIow in marridge he had ast her. 
Like a galliant British Tar. 

And he hrought his landlady vith him, 

(Vieh vas all his artful plan). 
And she told how Charley Thompson 

Reely vas a good young man. 

And how she herseif had lived in 

Many years of union sweet, 
\'ith a gent she met promiskous, 

\'alkin in the public street. 



The Ballad of Eliza Davis. 



And Eliza listen'd to them, 

And she thought that soon their bands 
Vould be publish'd at the Fondlin, 

Hand the clergjman jine their ands. 

And he est about the lodgers, 

(Vieh her master let some rooms,) 

Likevise vere thej kep their things, and 
Vere her master kep bis spoons. 

Hand this vieked Charlej Thompson 
Game on Sundy veek to see her, 

And he sent Eliza Davis 
Hout to fetch a pint of beer. 

Hand while pore Eliza vent to 
Fetch the beer, dewoid of sin, 

This etrocious Charlej Thompson 
Let bis wile accomplish hin. 

To the lodgers, their apartments, 

This abandingd female goes, 
Prigs their shirts and uniberellas : 

Frigs their boots, and hats, and clothes. 

Vile the scoundrle Charley Thompson, 
Lest bis wietim should escape, 

Hocust her vith rum and vater, 
Like a fiend in huming shape. 

Bat a hi was ßxt upon 'cm 

Vieh the raskles little soixj ; 
Namely, Mr. Hide, the landlord 

Of the house at tventy-four. 

He vas valkin in bis gnrden, 
Just afore he vent to sup ; 
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Tlie Ballad ofEliza Davis. 



And OD looking up he sor thc 
T^ger's vinders lightcd hup. 

Hup thc Rtairs thc landlonl tumbied ; 

Something's going wrong, he said ; 
And hc caught thc vicked vornan 

Undemeath thc lodger's bed. 

And hc eaird a brothcr Plcaseman, 
Vieh vas passing on his beat, 

Like a tnie and galliant feiler, 
IFiip and down in Guilford Street. 

And tliat Plcaseman, able-bodicd, 
Took this vornan to thc cell ; 

To the cell vere shc was quodded, 
In thc Closc of Clcrkcnwcll. 

And though vicked Charley Thompson 
Boultcd, likc a miscrant basc, 

Prcscntly another Plcaseman 
Took him to thc self-samc place. 

And this prccious pair of raskles 
Tuesday last came up for doom : 

\^y the beak they was committeil, 
Vieh his nanie was Mr. Comhe. 

IFjis for poor Eliza Davis, 
Simple gurl of tventy-four, 

She^ I ope, vill never listen 
Jn the streets to sailors moar. 

15ut if she must avc a swect-art. 

(Vieh nio<t ovory ^\\y\ expox.) 
Lct her tako a j<>lly pleasonian ; 

Vit'h is name pora])s is — X. 




TUE HKAITV AXD TIIB BEB 

mA&J.ft9 UACVAW 




AXNV, ÄrmifM in tlie lihiom of h(»r IkmuiU\ 
8(<mmI fit Üjr TiMrrf>r ani\ IoaM witij h»-r liÄir, 
Vk»»in*j hi»r dsuiuiH. tili nhe Mi if n ihifv 
Ta üwn (hnl liko FamiT no woriiaii wrn* f»ir, 
A Bev tnmi Üw pirdcn — nh, whul emilil mt^lfjttl hitti ?- - 

SttiuM chruugU tla* Initict' new düiritirs tu »ec'k« 
And lighting an Fminy, Icm Umy in hwtl liiriK 
Stiin^ tiio «wrrrt in auf im iirr «kJjcnt*' djork, 

8iiijirtint^ witli |wiin, rffiincl lU** rK/*ml»ri' hIic Hfiughl haiu 
'iVar» in l^rr c^T», nnd re?^nj|i' in her ht*üit^ 



I':;! 






The Beauty and the Bee. 



And angrily cried, when at last sbc had caught him, 
" Die for the deed, little wretch that thou art !" 

Stooping to crush him, the hapless offender 
Praj'd her for mercy, — to hear and fbrgiTe : 

<' Oh, spare me ! " he eried, '' by those ejes in their splendour 
Oh, pity my fault, and allow me to live ! 



5 



** Am I to blanie that your eheeks are like roäes, 

"\Mio8e hues all the pride of the garden eelipse ? 
Lilies are hid in your mouth when it closes, 

And odours of Araby breathe from your lips." 
Sweet Fanny relented : ** 'Twere erucl to hurt yo« ; 

Smoll is the fault, pretty bee, you deplore ; 
And e'en were it greater, forgiveness is virtue ; 

Go forth and be happy — I blame you no more." 




THE -i^TTTlTY. 



GAED to spend a weck in Fifi — 
An utieo weck it provetl fo bo— 
h ^ For thrn> I ii»t»t a whi^orm» wifi» 

l^itR'iitin* lu*r riduitj« 
Her grief hmk oui a^ Ibroe And fAU 
I thou|i(ht Lt^r heArt irnd fninl tbA iih<*n ; 
Aivd» — l WAR Mii<^ Icft to mjAer, — 
1 iH*lVi Iw^r AH Artiiditj. 
Id3 



The Annuity. 



The bargain lookit fair cMieugh — 
She juüt was turii'd o' saxtj-three — 

I eoulilna guessM slioM prove sae teugh,' 
By human ingcnuity. 

\\\3X ycars have ci)inc, and years have gano. 

And tliore sho's yot as stieve's* a stanc — 

The linimer's growin' young again, 
Sinee she got her annuity. 

She's erined' awa' to haue an' skin. 

But that it seenis is nought to me. 
She's Uke to Hve — ahhough she's in 

The last stage o' tenuity. 
Slie munehes wi' her wizen'd gams, 
An' stunips about on legs o' thrums,* 
But comes — as suro as Cbristmas comes — 

To ca' for her annuity. 

I read the tables drawn wi' care 

For an Insurance Company ; 
Her chaiu'o o' lifo was stated thcre, 

Wi' pcrft'ct porspiouity. 
But tables hero or tables there, 
Slu''s lived ton yeai-s beyond her share. 
An's like to live a dozen niair, 

To ea' for her annuity. 

Last Yule she ha<l a fearfu' hoast^ — 
I thought a kink^ might set me free — 

I led her out, 'mang snaw and frost, 
Wi' constxint assiduity. 

\\\\\ Diel ma' care — the blast gaed by. 

And miss'd the auld anatomy — 

It just cost me a tooth, forbyo" 
Discharging her annuity. 

' Tuugh. ^ Firm. ^ Sliruiik. * Thrca<ls. 

' Cough. ^ raroxyüiii ' Hesides. 
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The Annuity. 



If there's a soiigh" o' cliolt;ni 

Or typlius — wlia sao gleg^-^ as slie ! 
Slie buys up baths, an' drugs, an a', 

In »iccan supei-fliiity ! 
Slie (lt»osna nocd — sho's fcvtT proof - 
l'lie j)est walkM o'er her very roof — 
Sho tauld nie sac — an' then Iut loof" 
Jleld ont lor lier annnity. 

Ae day she fVll her arm slic l>rak— - 
A Compound fractuiv as eould 1k' — 

Xae Loocli tho eure wad undertak, 
Whate'or was tho gratuity. 

It's curcd ! — Slie handles't like a flail — 

It docs as weel in bits as hale — 

I5ut l'm a broken man mysel' 
Wr lier and her annuity. 

Her liroozled'* flesh and broken banes, 

Are weel as flesh an' banes ean be. 
8be beats tbe tae<ls'- tliat live in stanes. 

An' fatten in vacuity ! 
They die when they're exposed to air — 
They eanna thole '"' tbe atmospbei*e- 
But her ! — expose her onywbere — 
She lives for her annuity. 

If mortal means cuuld niek her thread, 

Sma' crime it wad appear to me- - 
CVt muixler — or ea't homieide — 

IM justify't — an' do it tae. 
Hut how to feil a witherM wife 
That's earved out o' tbe tree o' life — 
Tbe timmer limmer daui*s'* tbe knife 
To settle her annuitv. 



« \Vlii»l)er. » Sharp. '" Hand. " Hiuiscd. •« Toads. 

" Enduie. •* The woodeii husay dareä. 
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The Annuity. 



IM trj a «bot. — But wliar's tlic mark? — 

Her vital parts are hid frae me. 
Her back-Uanc wamlers through bcr sark 

In au unkoiiiiM corkscruwitv. 
Slie'ö palsifietl — an' t«lmkes her liead 
Sae fast about, ye »carce ean 8iH?'t — 
It's past tbe j>ower o' steel or leail 
Tu öottle ber annuity. 

8be mi^lit l>c drowiiM ; — but go sbe'll not 
Witliin a niilo o' locb or sea ; — 

Or bnngM — if cord could giip a tbroat 
O' siccan exii^uity. 

It's fitter far to liang tbe rojK) — 

It draw» out like a tolescope — 

'Twad tak a droadfu' b'ngtb o' dro]) 
To settb' ber annuity. 

Will puzion^^ du't ? — It luts been tried. 

Ibit, be't in luihb or fricaHseo, 
Tliat's just tlu' (lisli slii' i-an't abid«.', 

AVhatt'ver kind o' f/o/</ it bao. 
It's nt'odk'ss to ansail bor doubts — • 
Sbc gangs by iiistinct,— like tbe biutos,-^ 
An' oidy oats an' (binks wbat suits 

IliTscr and bor nniniiiy. 

Tbo IJibk' says tlio aifo o' mau 

Tbroosooro and ton ]H'iTbanoo niay bc. 
Sbo's ninoty-four. — Lot tboni wlui can 

K.\])lain tbo inconj^niity. 
Slio sbouKl bao livod aforo tbo Hood - 
Sho's oonio o' Patriarobal blood — 
Sbo's somo auld I^aii^an munimifii'd 
Alivo for bor annuity. 

'•' roison. 



The Annuity. 



Slie's becn embalm*d inside and out — 

Shc's sauted to the last degree — 
There's picklc in her verj snout 

Sac capcr-likc an' cniety, 
Lot's wife was frcsh compared to her — 
They Vc Kyanizod the useless knir '^ — 
Slic canna decompose — nac mair 
Tban lier accursed annuity. 

The water-drap wears out the rock 

As tliis eternal jaud wears me. 
I could withstand the Single shock, 

But not the continuity. 
It's pay nie here — an' pay me there — 
An' pay me, pay me, evermair — 
I'Il gang demented wi' despair — 
I'm clutrffed for her annuity. 

'« Witch. 
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ASK AND HAVE. 



SAMUEL LOVKR. 




II, \h timo I should talk to your mother, 
Sweet Mary," says I ; 
** Oll, doirt talk to niy mother," says Mary, 
Ber^inning to cry : 
** For niy motlier says men are deceivers, 

And never, I know, will eoiisont ; 
81ie says girls in a hnrry who many, 
At leisure repent/' 



*^ Then, siipj)ose I would talk to your father, 

Sweet Mary," says I ; 
** Oll, doni talk to niy father," says Mary, 

JJeginning to ciy : 



Ask and Have. 



** For niy fatlicr, he loves mc so dearly, 
Ile'U never consent I should go — 

If you talk to niy father," says Mary, 
" lleMl suroly say * No/ " 



" Then how sliall I get you, my jcwel ? 

Sweet iMaiy/' says I ; 
** If yoiir fatlier and niother's so cruel, 

Most surely Y\\ diel" 
*' Oll, never say die, dear," says Mary ; 

" A way now to save you 1 see : 
Since niy parents are both so contrary — 

You'd better ask me,-* 




A J.VRIC FOR LOVERS. 



W. H. WILLS. 




OVE laiinchM a gallant littlo craft, 
Comploto with evory roj>e ; 
Jn golden wortls was painted aft, 
*' The Ciipid, Captain Hopo." 
Ploasure was rated second niate, 

And Passion niado to stcer ; 
Tlie guns werc handcd oVt to Fate, 
To Impulse sailing gear. 
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A Lyricfor Lovers. 



MciTÜ y i-oved tbe thoughtloss crew 

Aiuid thc billowö' strifo ; 
IJut sooii a »ail boit» down : all knew 

'Twa«* Captain Reason's " Life." 
And Pleasure loft, tliough Passion said 

Jle'd guard her safe from all harnis : 
'Twas vain ; for Fate ranim'd honie the lead, 

Wliile liove prepared the sniall ann». 

A stonn aroso. The canvass now 

Eseaped froni Impulse' hand, 
AVliile headstmng Passion da»h*d the prow 

Swift on a roeky Strand. 
•* Alfs lostl" each tremhüng sailor cried ; 

** Bid Captain JIujh» a<lieu I'' 
IJut, in his life-lniat, Reason hiinl 

To snve the silly crew. 



Impulse the tonxMits oven^helm, 

Jiut Pleasure 'scaped fn)m wii^k ; 
Ix)ve, making Keason take the heim, 

C'hainM Passion to the <leek. 
** I thought von were my foe ; hut now/' 

Sjiid l/ove, ** we'll nail together; 
Keason, heneeforth through life »halt thou 

My pilot Ik' for everl'' 




ODE TO BIG BEN. 

W. n. WILL8. (FROM ** PUXCH.'') 




BEN ! 



Ti'ii 



Times nunv (IcafoiiiniL!: tlum ulil Tom of LiiKt>ln ; 
l*nKli^i«)Us ooiio- - 
Bi«; moiiotoiH' — 
Iliigc U|»|MM' Ht'iijaiiiiii I Wlien 1 tliink oii 
llow tliy 1'] natural — sonorous tonit*. 
Booinini:^ ilistinctlv out, cach clcar liannonic, 
Will wraj» in ^ouml all TiOiuloii, and, tliivo million oars 
Stiiko with ono CM^nmon clioril, — it, in o;o(m1 .sootli, aj^ioai-s 
To nio, O loud |KMloinotor for tlic Griiu Old Kunner, 
Tliat von (ire a stunner. 



^^onst^ous nicinento ! 

Ilas thy ton^uo Irtu sont to 
MenioiiaÜHc '* niy Lords" from your tall stcepK'- 

l'o ti'll the luners. 

And tirod-out snorei's, 
Who dieam, lorsooth, tlioy roprcsont tlie peoplo, 
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Ode to Big Ben. 



That Time, wliidi thcy sd waste in cluhs and *• |»aii*s/' 
Is, in reality, tht» Puhlic's, an«! not theii-s? 
Wilt thoii, () giant Cnptain (\itth ! 
\Mion liourly " nmkin(>^ a note on't," rouse the subtK» 
Barnacles to a sense of *' how to do it ?" 
<)r, if von can't, to a diva«! of how thev'll nie it? 



TrenuMulous I^aruni ! If, at oach great stroko 
Of your en(»rmous Iiamnivr, 
Your ti\»m!>linu: dnniour 

Purp^s the air of all the lies and smoke 
That soothe and vihrate at thy haw», 
(And which for very Hhame 
Will nmke thy eloek, gmKl datne, 
For ever hold her hand» iK^foiv her faee). 

Then, O inimenM> Perenssion CapI 1 nenl 

Not say you'll |»r(»ve a puhlie luMietit, indeiMl. 




A SKASOXAnr.E STOKV 



\l\UK I.KMON. 




HEJIE U the nmn at tweiitv*ejght 

WTiflst tumWing m hi& louel}- bed, 
»"^ All mairiages are ramle l>y ftile'/* 
At leivt wifb me the snw Uolib goorl, 
Fate r1ootu*d me unto buch'brbood^ 
For Bella Brnwo h Mrs, More ! 
TlicrL' iicver wa* h tiHier hmh' — 
Shc sboulti iiÄve bome Üic^ narta* I bart*. 



A Seasonable Story. 



MixM ovorv mixturo that I swallowM, 
AMiethor 'twas ip-ncl or giii-tocMv, 
For mc pcrfornril all liousoliolil ilutios, 
Nui*sed eacli swoot babo my honie that hallowM, 
And Mi-s. Morc ha<» four such beautios I 

Bella as Bailev'.s ** Eve'' was fair, 
Save that her face was slightly freeklcd ; 
And, for her sake, with tendci-est care, 
I keep a bantam-lien that's speckled. 
She had a dimjile on her ehiu, 
Where you must long to lay your tinger ; 
Jler pouting rosy lips wonld win 
A true St. Anthony to linger. 
Her voiee I O could you hear her sing, 
You'd think within her pretty throat 
A nightingale had closed its wing, 
And lent her every thrilling note ! 
Her nose wa.s slightly ]>nggM, her eyes 
\Vei*e üke twin star» of equal size : 
Hut why recount her lieautie.s o\»r, 
She's not niy wife — she's Mi*«. More I 

'Twas " on a raw and gusty day" 
I placed inyself and tnndv in charge 
Of Margate'» Nelson, Cajitain Large , 
Just as the boat got under weigh 
Bella (she was my Bella then !) 
Bella was thcre, (ah, weep, niy pen, 
Thinc inkiest tears I) for Margate bound, 
" To get a blow/' her mother said : 
But I — I got the blow instead, 
As in the sequel 'twill be found. 



The Pool was past, Gravesend, the Xoiv, 
The sea was frothing up like yeast, 



A Seasonable Story. 



T!u* wiiul wiiM blowiiig Nor.-Nur.-EaHt : 

I iieviT feit H4I qutHT l»t»fon*. 

M V ni^lit eaeh tnoment |[^*w more dini, 

M V heml iK'p^an aniutid to swim, 

M y lo«r^ wollt any way thoj pleaned, 

As tliou«i:h tlio stoftmorV «livk wcre p^»a»ed ; 

I stii»vi» t<» (TV aloiid. Imt iio. 

Tili» wonls stuck in iiiy throat, and m 

I tliix'W mi' niadly on niy trunk, 

Liko CHU» ( I !»lush to writo it) dnmk. 

I knvw not tlu'ii — 1 knnw not now, 
IIow lon^ I luv in that distress, 
Wliii'h niocks all otluT fonns of woe ; 
Which i'vrn low cannot niako loss — 
Its nu'Uiory evon now doth liarrow : 
Hut, wlicn 1 woko to eonsciousnoss, 
Mysi'lf and tnnik wciv in a barrow, 
Hiinip. huni]»ini<^ ovcr Mar^ato Jotty, 
Tho wliilo tlu» min in tornMits feil. 
At Irni^tli 1 ivarli'd thr Tier Hotel — 
( ), verv cold and veiy wetty. 

*• riiis way. sir. it* you pleasi«." — 

1 went, 
Following iny tnnik. tlie boots. and niaid. 
*• Send nie sonic hnindy.'* — 

Tt was seilt : 
And. wlien 1 drank the aforesjiid, 
1 drew a kev fnnn out niy |M)eket, 
1 knelt down hy tliat tnnik of leatlier : 
Hut vainly soui^lit I to uulock it, — 
Tlie l<K'k was dania^<'d hy the weatlier. 
All sliiverinorly 1 raiii,^ tlie hell ; 
Thr chaniher-inaid eanie in a ininute. 
1 told iny tale. she said, '• ( ) \\A\, 
Sil . lilow the key : tliercV sonicthiim- jn it.* 



A Seasonable Storv. 



I lilew — a note both loud and shrill 
Replied I 

" Theiv," said the joker, 
*' A» you can't open it, I will ; 
I'll pick the lock, sir, with the poker/' 

The deed was dooe, and shc withdrew ; 
I doff M niy saturated elothes ; 
I raised the lid, — what met my view 
iMy blushinpf pen shall now dinclose : — 

A roomy gown of bonibazine 

lipon the top was laid, 

A pair of boota of faded green, 

<>f shape caird Adelaide. 

** Wliat have they done?'* I cried a](»ud : 

** This trunk it is not niine : 

For everything within it stow'd, 

Hy Gemini ! is feminine." 

'Twnri m — the trunk wiu* not niine own ; 

(), what wa« 1 to do ? 

I eould not stand there cold as stonc, 

Nor go to bed, eould you ? 

There was no choice, but llobsonV choice,- 

Xothing to pause between ; 

I, listening to conipulsion*» voice. 

Put on the bonihhzine. 

1 had not sat searee half an hour, 
When upstairs came the niaid ; 
liapping niy door with wondn>us |M>wer, 
Thuü scivamingly she said :-- 
*• Jfere is Miss Jirown and her niam-niar. 
Whieh wishtv, sir, to know 
If you will go to Kjin-nel-ar? 
Sc»nd wonl. sir, Ves or Xo ! " 



A Seasonable Story. 



llcn' was a Hx I 1 was not tit 

Hv Ik'lla to Ik» tH»fii. 

(io down ? I coul(ln*t thiuk of it, 

DressM out in lH)nibazine ; 

I answor'd, ** Xo!" 

♦ ♦ ♦ » 

« * * « 

Tlmt fatal word I still deplore. 

It stun^ niv Hi'lla's prido. 

Tlmt nin^lit she niot witli Mr. Moro : 

Xcxt weck sIk» was his brido. 

M y lu»ai*t is hi-eakin^ I Hoon m\ IhhI 

Will Ik» in tliurchyard ^reon : 

And, sliould my ^liost walk, cruel maid, 

'Twil] walk in iMmihazine. 



CIII>UI(K lliK» — l'KIM Kl> HV W MIT lINi.n AM .\M> WII.KINS 
T«»nK> < OIKT. CHAN» I.KV LANK. 
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